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This let me hope, that when in public view 
I brins my pictures, men may feel them true : 
" This is a likeness,*' may they all declare, 
*' And I have seen him, bot I know not where.** 
For I should mourn the mischief I had done, 
If, as the likeness, all would fix on one. 
Ko ! let the gruiltless, if there such be found. 
Launch forth the spear, and deal the deadly wound. 
How can I so the cause of virtue aid. 

Who am myself attainted and afraid ? 

Crxbbb. 
'VMiat! write in a book. 
Where the learned may look, 
Whidi the critic may con at his leisure ? 
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VIOLA, 



OB, 

'TIS AN OLD TALE, AND OFTEN TOLD. 



CHAPTEE L 

Earth has one boon for all her children — death : 
Open thy arms, O mother ! and receiTe me ! 
Take off the bitter burthen from the slave. 
Give me my birthright I give the gnve, the grave ! * 

F. A. EIemble. 
Ah, woe 1 alas ! pain ever, for ever ! — Shellet. 

The sun had not yet risen on our vast metropolis, 
the gray hues of twilight mingled almost imperceptibly 
with the deep blue ot night, as one by one her starry 
gems paled before the glimmer of the approaching 
dawn. 

The morning star, last and brightest of heaven's 
host, still lingered in the firmament as if loth to bid 
the world farewell. 

The leaves of the only tree in a churchyard adjoin- 
ing our dwelling quivered fitfully in the breeze, whilst 
a solitary bird chirped its one dreamy note — and was 
silent. 

Man had not yet awoke to his daily toil ; the plough, 
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the loom, the engine, wore at rest, the world itself 
seemed buried in Hlunibor: it was as though the 
primal curse had not been fulminated, and repose and 
inaction, instead of labour and travail, were the inheri- 
tance of the sons of Adam. Silence was all around, 
broken only by the conyulsive gasps, the long-drawn 
sighs of the soul that was struggling to fling off its 
mortal coil, and bound into the regions of eternal light. 
The man of science stood by the bed of death, but 
he proffered no succour, for he felt that a stronger 
than he was there, and slowly and sadly he withdrew 
from the desolate chamber. A minute longer, and I 
gazed on the face of the dead. I was the chief moHmer, 
— alas ! I was the onlv mourner there. I remember 
but one thing more : I remember the nurse with her 
puckered, withered face, her slow, stealthy step, and 
callous demeanour, curtaining o'er those glazed eyes 
with their stiffening lids, and, as she did so, she bade 
me, with superstitious awe, touch that inanimate piece 
of marl " lest I should dream of it." My angel mother ! 
would that I could have dreamed of thee for ever ! 
I think I threw myself upon the corpse, but I remem- 

bcor naught else : — ^that was a blessed time of oblivion. 

• * * * • 

I woke — " how happy they who wake no more," — 
to the vague, shuddering, twilight recollection, which 
precedes the full, gushing noonday revelation df 
miser}% that rushes with tenfold bitterness to Hie 
heart. Indeed how could I be long forgetful of that 
last dread scene when the same withered old crone 
hung over me, and told me in harsh accents to ^ cheer 
up," for that a gentleman had been each day to inquire 
after me, — a friend. 
" Heaven help me ! " I replied, " I have no fnends." 
« Ah ! that is what every one says at first, MiiB; 
but you'll leam as one fnmd goes, another rises in his 
place. We make new friendslups for ourselves asl^ 
^ ones dropoff." 
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This, I thougiit, is the j^lalosc^hy of the poor, aiuL 
thb ha;i^e I now ta learn. 

" But," resumed the woman, '^tfae gentleman wishiet 
to see you as soon a»the doctor gives him leare." 

The apethecarj came ; he was happr, he said, to ftad 
me so resigned. Alas ! mine was the resignation of 
despair ; that deadliest and most stagnant calm, iksA 
torpor of the soul, when foul and noxious weeds olt 
take firm root in the desolate waste, but where ne^^er 
Uooms the /^ immortal amaranth," or fiower of par»> 
dise. 

In less than a week, I was allowed to see my tm«- 
known visitant. Punctual to the time and hour ap^ 
pointed, he came. There was an emphatic knock ait 
tiie c^eet-door, a card was presented to me, and, in 
another minute, Mr. Charles Sidney stood before me. 
He was a cousin of my mother, second cousin to me,*-^ 
mfffiearegt mtrvivvnff relation. I had seen him at rare 
intervals, when he came to transfer a little stock for 
us, or to instruct my mother in that only veritable 
alchymy by which a. few shillings are eked out to proi- 
duce the value of as many guineas. He now dragged 
forth a chair, took out his silk pocket-handkerchief, 
and sedulously wiped £rom the worn-out cushion 
sundry particles of dust that tcdd a tde of neglected 
housewifery. He then seated himself, and afb^ 
balancing the chair to and &o for a few seconds, com*- 
menced as follows : — • 

" This is a sad affliction, cousin Dorothy." I bowed 
my head, for I could not answer. "However," he 
continued, in the same dry, measured tone, " it was 
in the course of nature ; we must all go, sooner et 
later. Tou have nothing to reproach yourself with; 
you have fulfilled your d^, Dorothy, and the remem>» 
brance that you have done so, must be a vast comfept 
to you now ; but, bless me ! how poor she has died ! 
I had no idea it had come to that pass. How very 
absurd it was thus to conceal her circumstances firom 
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me. Your mother was a good woman, but she had a 
deal of foolish pride. She ought nerer to have sunk 
that last five hundred." 

I shuddered, I felt mjself turn deadly pale; for I 
knew full well the bitter struggle she had endured, 
the daily increasing poverty that menaced us, the 
lingering hope with which she had endeavoured to 
stave off the evil day ; and I thought of her vain, 
vain sorrow, the tears she had shed, the anguish 
with which she would exclaim, " What will become of 
vou, Dorothy, when I am gone ? " and now to hear 
lier blamed ! My cousin saw the agony depicted on 
my countenance, but he mistook its cause, and said in 
a softened tone : " Nay Dorothy, don't be uneasy ; 
you shall not starve : yet tell me, my dear, what can 
you do ? I fear you are not fit for a governess ; cau 
you play the piano ? " 

" A little, a very little, — I am out of practice ; it is 
long since we have had an instrument." 

"Ah, it won't do, I fear. You can parley-vous it, 
I suppose?" 

*^ I understand Trench weU," I replied, " but I do 
not speak it fluently." 

My cousin Charles looked puzzled, he shiilbed his 
spectacles, wiped them thoughtfully, and rubbed his 
brow as though seeking for inspiration ; he was driven 
to a nonplus, stranded, wrecked ; at length he said, 
" Well, cousin Dorothy, what is there that you do 
know ? " 

I could have told him that I knew Shakspeare and 
Milton almost by heart ; that there was scarcely an 
old chronicle, or older ballad in which I was not versed, 
and I mifi;ht have added, that I was tolerably well 
acquainted with most literary works of any eminence ; 
but I had an instinctive feeling that Mr. Sidney would 
not consider this knowing anything, and therefore 
I said humbly, almost tearfully, "I believe I am 
reckoned expert in needlework." 
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"Ah weU, ah well, that's something;" rejoined Mr* 
Sidney. Then, after a pause, " Do you know, cousin 
Dorothy, what there is left for you ? " 

" No ; how should I ? " 

" Twenty pounds per annum is all you have to de- 
pend upon. It will barely find you in washing and 

clothes 5 hem hem I'll see about it ; you 

shall hear from me soon. Don't fret, my dear, op 
you'll make yourself ill again. Indeed , Dorothy, you 
have cause to be grateful for your recovery. The 
doctor says it was quite a toss up." 

" Oh, 1 wish, I wish I had died ! why was I spared P" 
It was wrong, very wrong of me to sj^y this ; I feel it 
now, and my cousin sharply rebuked me. " Por shame! 
Dorothy," he said; "you are arraigning the decrees 
of Providence." Then, in a milder tone, he added, 
" I have a scheme for you, so don't despair ; but I must 
first consult my wife ; only rely upon it you shan't 
want." 

" Alas ! I was not thinking of myself," I replied ; 
" I was thinking on the lost — the dead ! ". 

" But this is foolish ; " said Mr. Sidney, as he rose 
from his chair. " Your mother had but an imquiet 
time of it here ; she is happy now, and it is selfish of 
you to take on thus. Good-bye, Dorothy, you shall 
hear frt)m me soon ; in the mean time keep up your 
spirits." 

He was gone — and the tears I had restrained in 
his presence burst forth. " Happy ! — ^is she indeed 
happy ? " I exclaimed — " she, who, but a short while 
since, hung over me in agony, and whose last moments 
were embittered by the thought of leaving me to 
pine and struggle in this vale of misery, unsought — 
uncared for — unprotected. Dost thou not see me 
now, my mother?" I asked in reckless anguish. "Dost 
thou not see me forlorn — destitute — broken-hearted ? 
Dost thou not watch over me from that supernal 
world whither thou art gone ; or is there a dark veil 
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dearer to them, perchance, than the home of their 
youth : there is the hope too, they may escape, for 
that one night at least, the peering gaze of curiosity, or 
the cold supercilious glance of &ncied pre-eminence, 
or inflated self-satisfaction ; above all, there is the hope 
of being at once ushered to their own room, for even 
in the stranger's house there is one apartment sxxeh 
dare call their own, the room sacred to repose, the 
penetralia into which none may intrude, — woere, un- 
heeded and unrebuked, their tears may flow ; — and in 
that solitary chamber did I weep as none but those 
who have lost their all can weep. 



CHAP TEE 11. 

Casa mia, casa mia 
Per plcciDa che iu sia 
Tu mi pari una badia. 

But to live 
"With those, whose ev*ry word and gesture thrill 
Discordant through our frame ; this is severe 
Unceasing trial. — ^But the more severe 
Th' appointed trial, the louder does it call 
Our courage up, and bid us instant arm 
With heaven-ward patience and submission meek ; 
Trusting, when time and space shall be no more, 
To meet those souls from which they now divide us. 
If now possessing them, too happy here. 
This earth were heaven, and nothmg left to wish. 

Elizabeth Smith. 

But with the coming day, brighter, happier 
thoughts arise. The room looks more cheerful when 
the warm rays of the morning sun are beaming on it j 
yet, far more than aught else, the necessity for exer- 
tion, the feeling that there are duties to perform, 
preliminaries to be adjusted, and a thousand details to 
be entered into, alike call on us imperiously to brace 
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our energies, and ann ourselves with all the panoply 
of fortitude to meet the coming trial. 

I descended to the breakfast-room, and found my 
cousin Charles actively employed in discussing sundry 
rashers of bacon, and, by a wise economy of his time^ 
examining at the same moment certain alarming 
longitudinal papers, which, " like the mathematics 
definition of a straight line, had length without 
breadth." Mr. Sidney extended his hand to me, — 
hoped I had slept well, — ^that the mattrass was not 
too hard nor too soft, &c. Then he continued, " I am 
slad you are an early riser, cousin Dorothy, as I hate 
having the bread and butter cut downstairs ; — ^Mrs. 
Sidney too, is lazy; and the girls have their meals 
with the governess ; so, for the future, you can break- 
fast with me. "Will you be so good as to pour me out 
another cup of tea ; one lump and a half of sugar, and 
only a suspicion of milk." 

Gladly I complied with his request, as I felt it a 
relief to be employed in any way, and I dreaded his 
attention being again attracted to the bills, which lay 
d.t his elbow ; but no sooner had he swallowed his tea 
than he took them up. 

" I think, cousin Dorothy, these charges are nefa- 
rious ; the nurse is a perfect harpy, and as for the 
apothecary, I'll have his bill taxed. Neither do I 
believe your mother had half these things ; she never 
was an extravagant woman." 

" Perhaps, Sir," I said, with difficulty restraining 
my tears, *' you will have the goodness to advance the 
money, and I hope by strict economy I may in time 
repay you." 

** Nonsense, my dear ; you'll have enough to do to 
make both ends meet. Of course, as my cousin, you 
must always appear neatly dressed, so I purpose 
adding five pounds per annum to your little stock, 
which will make your yearly income twenty-five 
pounds : my wife thmks that upon this sum you may 
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do very wdl. Only be careful. leaver run in debt, 
Dorotny ; never rob your tradespeople of their hard- 
earned gaina; remember it is the only species of 
theft 01 which persons in your xauk of Ufe can be 
guilty; and now good-bye, — Vm off to the city. 
Where is my hat and stick P — you'll find them in the 
closet, just outside the door ; — ^there, that wiU do, — ^it 
oaonot but be your own fault if you are not hs^py 
and cheerful under mv roof. Gk)oa-bye, my dear." 

A few minutes after his departure, Mrs. Sidney 
entered the apartment, followed by her eldest daughter, 
and Miss Sharpe, the governess. Mrs. Sidney received 
me kindly, her daughter affectionately, and Miss 
Sharpe eyed me askoou^ as though she considered me 
an interloper. I very soon understood them all per- 
fectly : perhaps it is a foolish fancy of mine, but I 
sometimes think I am quick at discerning character. 

Mr. Sidney was a perfect man of business, devoted 
to his mercantile concerns, easer in the pursuit of 
wealth, yet abhorring specuktion — tormentingly 
punctual and methodical in his habits (it was said 
indeed that all the clocks and watches in the neigh-, 
bourhood were regulated by his movements), precise 
yi his manners, and rigorously neat in his attire. In 
penson he was tall, stout, and inflexibly erect ; his eye 
was deep set, and penetrating ; his brow thoughtful, 
as that of one absorbed in calculation ; his step " plan- 
tigrade" and determined. A man he was of " cheerful 
yesterdays, and confident to-morrows." 

Mrs. Sidney belonged to that numerous class of 
person^ who are, at this present day, so rife in the 
world ; — ^persons whom La Bruyere has described as 
" portes par la foule, et entraines par la multitude." 
There was a species of moral cowardice in her dis- 
position, a truckling to opinion, a slavish fear of out- 
stepping the bounds of conventional propriety. This 
all-pervading dread influenced every action and 
warped every notion. " What will people say?" was 
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her wai^ch^word; ''We must dx> as otheon do !" was 
heat fiuFourite apharisoa. Alas ! how few tbeie aze who 
dAce chalk out a path for themBelFOs ; how fewer still, 
who, having chalked it out, walk peraeveringiy and 
ttmsifitentlj therein 1 How many ecHToding esarea and 
fevexirii anxieties would be spared to us S' we could 
only dare to think for ourselves ! — if we were but to 
assert our ownmcoal dignity, and scorning the shuf. 
fling tricks, the petty manceuvres. and dishonest pnic- 
tices of those who are ever hurtling asid jostling each 
otikeat as they strive, with an energy worthy of a better 
oause, to ascend yet higher and higher on me ladder of 
artii&cial society, we were but content to walk ndbly 
and unUenchingly in the sphere allotted to us. 

For aught else that appeared, Mrs. Sidney was an 
estimable woman, devc^^ed to her husband; fond and 
proud of her chUdren in no c<»nmon degree. I am 
sure too she thought she did not make me feel my 
dependent situation ; but I had a foolish pride, and 
was apt to be mortified when she would bid me ring 
the bell or fetch a chair, whilst her own boys, or two 
or three idle yoimg men, were lounging about the 
apartment ; and I have often felt the blood tingling in 
mj cheeks on hearing her asiy to a stranger, who 
would perhaps rise politely to greet me on my entering 
the room, " Oh don't disturb yourself! 'tis o»?y cousin 
Dorothy." 

I had certainly no right to claim deference or 
attention from any person, much less from young 
men, for I was very plain, and, worse than that, I was 
unpardonably dowdy looking ; even dress failed to im- 
prove me— it was not true in my case, that "fine 
feathers make fine birds." I had but one offer of 
marriage during the whole time I lived with the 
Sidneys, and that was from an elderly gentleman (as 
the boys facetiously called him), of threescore and ten, 
who was so captivated by the skilful manner in which 
I bound up a lacerated foot, the property of that mis- 
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cbievouB imp Dick Sidney, that, having one evening 
indulged in sundry liberal potations, and being the 
next day confined to his bed with a toe as inflamed as 
his temper, he sent me a proposal of marriage in due 
form, with a detailed statement of his funded and 
and landed property, and the offer of a settlement — 
such a settlement ! that I think it would have been 
the climax of virtue in any woman acquainted with 
his liberal intentions, not to sigh by anticipation for 
the "pride, pomp, and circumstance of glorious/' 
widowhood ; but I refused him, although mv cousin 
Charles swore I was a fool for mv pains, akd Mrs* 
Sidney prophesied I should never have another offer. 
She was right, and I was right too ; and so I believe 
they all thouffht when, shortly after, he married a 
vei^ young lalj whom he survived ; she having died 
a^r four years of connubial bliss, without any visible 
or tangible complaint. The physicians were fairly 
posed, they felt her pulse, looked at her tongue, tried 
the stethoscope to her heart and lungs, and finally, 
wagging their oracular heads, pronounced it an inward 
complamt. Her own maid averred she died of worry, 
The malady or the treatment is little known in the 
**flr« medendi;" but few are aware how oft it has 
swollen the bills of mortality. 
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CHAPTEB III. 

She was ft phantom of delight 

When first she gleamed upon my sight ; 

A lovely apparition, sent 

To be a moment's ornament ; 

Her eyes as stars of twilight fair ; 

Like twilight too her dnsky hair ; 

But all things else about her drawn 

From May time and the cheerful dawn ; 

A dancing shape, an Image gay, 

To haunt, to startle, and waylay. — ^WoBDSWOBTH. 

A most pernicious woman. — Shakspeabe. 

I HATE not yet spoken of ray cousin Vida ; how 
she came by such a name I was for some nme at a 
loss to conjecture. I easily perceived that Mr. and 
Mrs. Sidney were not the kind of people to make 
Shakspeare stand godfather to their children ; but at 
length I discovered that, in his yoimger days, my 
cousin Charles had been an enthusiastic admirer of 
Mrs. Jordan, especially in her performance of Viola in 
the Twelfth Night ; and who indeed that has seen her 
can ever forget her plaintive, thrilling impersonation 
of that character P J?oor Mr. Sidney! it was the sole 
tincture of romance in his composition ; assuredly it 
may be pardoned him. And Tiola Sidney, well did 
she become her name! You could not meet the 
melting gaze of her dark " unfathomable eye," you 
could not listen to her touching melodious voice, 
without being assured that so spoke, so gazed the 
Sicilian maid, when she gave forth the feigned story of 
her sister's love, by which she would have Orsino in- 
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terpret her own. Indeed, I have often pondered over 
that strange anomaly in our nature, by which, so far 
from imbibing the mults and foibles of our parents 
and preceptors, we, for the most part, rush into the 
very contrary extreme ; and so it was, that day and 
nignt are not more diametrically opposed to each other 
than were the feelings, pursuits, and dispositions of 
Mrs. Sidney and her daughter. Theirs was indeed 
the very antithesis of character. In truth, Viola was 
romantic, ardent, affectionate to a degree little com- 
mon, but then she had an energy of mind, a moral 
rectitude of disposition, a firm and undeviating resolve, 
which acted as a powerful countei^ise, and together, 
gave a imity of character which I have rarely seen 
equalled. 

Mrs. Sidney spared neither pains nor expense in 
the education of her daughters : she was most anxious 
that they should be instructed in every varied science, 
and proficients in all the branches of learning. By 
the bye^t is surely matter of marvel, that sciences to 
which a Locke, a jBoyle, a Cuvier, gave every energy 
of their colossal minds, nor paused until they had 
sounded with their plummet nature's profoundest 
abysses, and forced earth and oeean to yield their 
hidden treasures ; sciences, too, over which a Bacon 
paled by the midnight lamp, and a Newton sat out- 
watching the stasrs, — are at this present day (by a 
subtle process in which the vivifying principle is sup- 
posed to be concentrated within the pages of a cate-^ 
chism) brought down to the comprehension of every 
young lady at a cheap expenditure of pne half hoiir's 
labour per diem ; whilst four or five hours are diumally 
allotted by her to the manual exercise called pr»e- 
tising ; a division of labour this (where the hands 
work so much more than the head) which would cause 
the political economist's Wood to run cold. "O 
monstrous ! but one poor hal^nny-worth of bread 
to aH this intolerable deal of sack.** 
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It may T>e owing to old associations, tbat I never 
enter a genuine^ iand fide schooboom with its 
instruments of torture, riyalling the Chinese punish* 
ments, its reclining boards, and its back-boards, its 
Sheldrake collars, and its perpendicular chairs, its 
callisthenics and its gymnastics, that, notwithstanding 
this garish light, this noonday blaze of learning, 
which is illuminating with portentous rays our intel- 
lectual horizon, and which the caret's eye alone could 
gaze on without blinking; — ^notwithstanding all this, 
no sooner do I enter one of these sanctums, than 
images of the dark ages, of the stem Domiuicans and 
dioomy inquisition, present themselres in dim array 
Defbre me. The schoolmaster is indeed abroad, but 
our children or our children's children wiU live to see 
him fettered, incarcerated. 

O what a reaction there will be one of these days, 
what a fell destruction, what a dire conflagration of 
miniature libraries, of homoeopathic encyclopedias, of 
microscopic lexicons, of ** Shakspeare abridged for the 
use of yoimg ladies \^ — ^which laudable process, by the 
way, always reminds me of the notable annunciation 
of the play of Hamlet, "the part of the Prince of 
Denma^ omitted by particular desire.** Alas ! the 
bnmiDg of the Alexandrian Library was but a &int 
type of the stores of recondite learning and profound 
pmlosophy which will then be lost to the world.* 

* We fear lest, in the above paaaage, Consm Dorothy should 
have laid herself open to the charge of illihenJily : we hare an 
affection for the good lady, and &ould he sorry to find her so 
misconceived. If we rightly understand her meaning, it is not 
the diffusion of knowledge which she deprecates, hut only the 
soperficial manner in wmch that knowledge is oonrejed ; few 
indeed there are who, \mseg thus easily enabled to obtain the tkom 
of learning, will g^ve themselves the trouble of aoqairiag the 
substance. We may indeed be told that the lady's virtuons 
indignation, inrtead of beiaff levelled at the books in questten, 
ought raiher to be dkeeted towards those persons who thus 
perversely mistake <' the means for the end : ' but we wonld, hi 
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O English mothers ! English goyemcsses ! seek not 
to make your daughters, your pupils, so uniyersally 
accomplished ; let the fabric of learning be raised on 
its alone solid foundation, — sound religious knowledge. 
Heaven forbid that they should enter the lists of 
theological controversy, or plunge into the fierce 
clamour of polemical debate, or mingle in the sail and 
strife of the schools, but when pressed by the bold 
scomer, or subtler infidel, let them at least be enabled 
to " give a reason of the hope that is in them." Teach 
them whose nature is dark and desponding, whose 
pathway of life is rugged and thorny, wnose experience 
IS sown in tears and reaped in bitterness,— teaxsh 
them early to flee to that jE^ock whose o'erspreading 
shadow snail screen them from the fervid rays of 
prosperitv, and be unto them a stronghold in the day 
of adversity. Cultivate their reasoning powers some- 
what more, their ima^native faculties somewhat less ; 
let their minds acquure vigour as their bodies gain 
strength ; let music be no longer the engrossing, all- 
pervading business of their lives; and be not fearful- 
that the dread anathema of blue stockingism shall be 
fulminated against them. It is the parvenues in 
knowledge who are ridiculous ; it is the " little learning 
that is the dangerous thing ;" it was the wisest of the 
ancient sages who felt how little he knew, and it will 
be they among your daughters whose acquirements 
are the most solid, whose mental powers have been 
most sedulously exercised, in whom those twin graces, 
modesty and humlHty, will shine forth pre-eminently. 

Mrs. Sidney, however, did not agree with me m 

ell humility, ask inrhether the authors of these m/m^mo/ works, 
do not themselves (in the railroad expedition with which thej 
travel), altogether neglect the means by which that tnd ought to 
be acquired, and whether it be not indispensable for those 
who would obtain a juster knowledge of the sciences on which 
they treat, to retrace their steps instead of advancing on the 
beaten track. — £d. 



ASD OTTES TOU). li 

these old fk^nousd, woHd-befiore-tne-fiood nodcHia; 
and not content ^Khh haring collected around her 
tutors and professors sofocieiitlr nmnerona to ha¥e 
stocked a universitr, she considered herself most for- 
tonate in sedziing the sarices of Miss Sharpe to aid 
in the edacatien of h^ dangiiiers. I knov it is reiy 
sillj, but I sometimes take iDstinetire, inTindble 
dislikes to certain indiridnals ; and the vorst of it is, 
thaty having generaUr found bv experience these said 
persons do not improre upon acquaintance, I am 
afraid I shall never cure mvself of the prgudioe. 
Now I must own, that from the first moment I aasw 
her, Miss Sharpe sadly disquieted me. She was what 
is usuallr called a strong-minded, sensible, ahiewd 
woman (how I do dislike sensible, shrewd womirai !), 
she spoke in redtadve, uttered threadbare puerili- 
ties,, and &ded second-hand sentimentalities in an 
oracular, sententioiis tone of roice. Iben, too, she 
had a host of i^ieoriea, countless as the stars, which 
theories always raninded me of the famous mansion 
built bjr the amateur architect, who, having called his 
fiiends around him to admire the spacious hall, the 
lofiy aparianents, the weU planned donmtories, beard 
it observed, to his utter dismay, that all would have 
been very perfect had he not miiSortunately forgotten 
the staircase. Xow it always seemed to me that 
Miss Sfaarpe's theories sadly wanted the praeUeal 
staircase ; this I know, they were &r above my com- 
prehension, only perhaps, as Mrs. Sidney once observed, 
^' how was it possible that a person with my limited 
education, could be any judge of these matters," and I 
suppose she was right. On the score of beauty, Miss 
Suurpe had noting to reproach herself with. For 
certain it is that face and form were guilUess of ever 
baving caused a sle^ess night or uneasy moment to 
any siglung Str^ion. When first I knew her, she 
had arrived at that debaiaible point, that borderland 
1^6, that neutral ground, when youth is fled and a^'^ 
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not yet arrived ; however, she preserved a prison- 
house secrecy on this point, which might have served 
for as perplexing a study to the antiquary as the pre- 
cise date of the pyramids. Added to all this, Miss 
Sharpe possessed one of those long Elamingo-like 
necks, which look as though the owner thereof had, at 
some period of her life, undergone the penal process 
of suspension in mid air, commonly called hanging, 
and been subsequentlv resuscitated. In fine, she had 
a pervading, indescribable, noli me. tanqere^ chevaux 
d/frise apFearance, wUch'is sufficienti/alaAiiBg. I 
wish I could have conquered my dislike to her ; I am 
sure I would have done her a good turn if I could 
(once in a way), but those every-day civilities were 
ve^ troublesome. 

it was not long before I perceived how very little 
Viola and Miss Sharpe assimilated ; and soon, every 
hour and half-hour that Miss Si^ey could escape 
from that lady's jurisdiction and the technicalities of 
schooldom, were passed by her in my apartment : here 
together, we ranged through the garden of literature, 
cidling the fairest and sweetest flowers of prose, or 
rarer blossoms of poetry; only those sickly, faded 
exotics of foreign growth, which seem as though they 
will not flourish in an English soil, but languish and 
die of the transplantation, we avoided by mutual con- 
sent: here, whilst I worked, would she read aloud, 
and her voice fall on my ear with a sweet lulling tone 
that reminded me of the flowing cadence of the " Para- 
dise Lost :" here too did we delight our fancy with 
bright and glowing visions, and store our memory 
with images of loveliness : here likewise, as we read of 
holy deeds, of lofty aspirations and immortal enter- 
prises, our eyes would fill with tears, our hearts 
expand with sympathy, and we would ardently desire 
to go forth and emulatei those high and heroic achieve- 
ments. Very pleasant were those morning lectures. 
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CHAPTEE IV. 

The child is fether of the man.— Wordswobth. 

Even so this happy creature of heraelf 

Is all-sufficient ; solitude to her 

Is blithe society, who fills the air 

With gladness and involuntaiy songs ; 

Light are her sallies as the tripping &wn ; 

Forth startled from the fern where she lay couched, 

Unthought of, unexpected, as the stir 

Of the soft breeze ruffling the meadow-flowers. ' 

WORDSWPRTH. 

Cenerentola vien quk, Cenerentola vk IK ; 
Cenerentola vien sti, Cenerentola vien gih. 

La Cenerentola. 

Viola Sidney was fifteen when I first came to 
reside with my cousins. The next in age to her was 
James, a systematic, plodding youth — Mr. Sydney in 
miniature, only without that gentleman's really kind 
heart ; his impassive wooden face looked as. though it 
had been cut out of one of the desks in his father's 
counting-house. Then there came Margaret, who 
should have been a boy, only that I have rarely seen even 
a boy 80 wild, so fearless, so heedless of monitions and 
injunctions. Nothing could daunt her; nothing could 
tame her. Miss Sharpe and she passed their time in 
perpetual contests,- « never-ending, still beffinningV 
squabbles: as Margaret herself observed, they had 
their pitched battles, their skirmishes, their '' Parthian 
fiights ;" and in this last species of warfiEire, Margaret 
had greatly the advantage, her Hght, springy, active 

2 
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form told exceedmgly, as after launching forth some 
poignant repartee that pierced through and through 
Miss Sharpens thin-skinned self-love, the young rebel 
would stay not for answer, but take to her heels and 
join her brother Eichard; nowhere could she have 
found a more fitting compeer. Mischievous as a 
monkey, noisy as a cockatoo, restless as an armadillo 
— Eobm Goodfellow was a staid and sober young 
gentleman, when compared with Dick Sidney. To be 
sure they were both very troublesome, but it did my 
heart good to see young creatures so full of life and 
spirit, so gleesome, so buoyant, so merry. I thought 
that the time would come soon enough when the 
world and its blighting cares, its withering disap- 
pointments, its iron truths, and etem realities would 
chasten their exuberant mirth, tone down their wild 
spirits, and dim their sunny hours. I could not find 
it in my heart to scold them, although when I first 
came among them what a life they led me ! Practical 
jokes were played upon me, inkstands and their con- 
tents were sure to be upset (by pure accident of 
course) whenever I had on a clean muslin apron, or 
collar ; apple-pie beds were made for me ; they thought 
they ^ould h»ve full leave to <]iiiz " old coufiin 
Dorothy." One day, however, they, by an ingenious 
device, placed a stcmg aoross the door-way, wMdi was 
attached to the bister, pillows, &c^ of the b^ in 
such a manner i&at, by a little manoBuvring on the 
part of the eonspasEators, they would infidlibly give 
wny diizing the night. 79ie trick I beHeve was not 
laeant to explode wiial I was sound asleep ; iinfortu* 
nately, however, for l^em and myself, in passing 
fircHn my room I caught my foot in the stcaaag, and 
falliog ynJUi great ^l^Mje to the groimd, sprained my 
ankle. This wis &r more than iiktBf had intended ; 
fliftd never ahs£L I foiget the agony depicted tm iheir 
young fitces lost Mr. Sidney should be infcRToed of 
their malypractioeB. In that ease indeed they knew 
fall well lus anger would be excessive. Several times 
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duriiig the day did young Dick approach me irifch 
penitential £ftce ; I am sure the boy longed to throw 
himself on my mercy, but sundry becks, nods, and 
winks, horn tbs indomitable Margaret^ withheld him, — 
she was too proud to supplicate my ftrbearanee. !For 
nearly a w«ek I wae chaar-ridden ; but as, in sifDSw&r to 
all inquiries, I merely said my foot had tripped, and as 
in addttien to the pain I was su^raring I rec^ved a 
severe admonition from Mr. Sidney (who by the way 
was rather addicted to lecturing) on my sin of careless- 
ness, Margaret and Eichard were so well satisfied 
with what they were pleased to term my magnanimous 
conduct, that j&om that day forward they took me 
under their especial protection. It certainly was a 
sreat relief to me. In addition to this I had a secret 
feeling that at least I was not eotdng the bread of 
idleness — and this conviction greatly consoled me. Ill 
the first place it was discovered I had a tolerably 
correct ear ; so I was allowed to practise reels and 
country dances &)r the young people, as Miss Sharpe 
averred they spoilt her touch for more scientific 
music ; although Margaret with inflexible pertinacity 
declared '^ that the fact was; Miss Sharpe always 
seemed to be running a race with the dancers ; in vain 
they essayed to keep pace with her — ^the faster they 
skipped the faster she played — they galloped, still she 
contrived to keep ahead of them." 
^ Viola too was pleased to say that I played to her 
singing, instead of making her sing to the accompa- 
niment, as Vas the wont with Miss Sharpe and others 
who were in the habit of marring her perfbrmsnee. 
Tet how could I do otherwise ? How could I help 
dwelling as she dwelt on each note in those touching 
ballads ? There was a lingering, sad tone in her low 
mellow voice, which entered into my very soul, and 
seemed to evoke the pale dim spectres of bygone 
regrets. I thought of my lost mother, of hopes long 

buried, of but whither am I wandering ? 

Very different were Miss Sidney's vocal talents to 
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those of the tribe of chanting misses who give forth 
their dulcet strains in a " still, small voice ;" which, 
like that of conscience, is for the most port unheeded. 
It was indeed a rare treat to listen to viola. 

But to revert to my own occupations. I one daj, 
to oblige Mrs. Sidney, braided a coat for Master 
Dick, in a «tyle which she declared might vie with the 
tailor's most elaborate performance ; so for the future, 
this rather masculine kind of occupation devolved on 
me — Mrs. Sidney having, in a happy moment disco- 
vered that she might by this notable process save some 
few pounds a year. Neither can I tell exactly how 
it happened, but soon after I entered the house, Mara- 
bles (Mrs. Sidney's favourite maid), had a sudden 
revelation, that to borrow her own choice phraseology, 
^* too much was put upon her ; " and as she at the 
same, time, by a rare comcidence, made the ingenious 
discovery that Miss Dorothy had a capital knack of 
plaiting, from that moment dl the cap-borders, ruches,* 
IHlls, &c. (and they were not a few) fell to my 
share. 

But the worst of all was, that Miss Sharpe being 
afflicted with very sensitive nerves, I had the luxury of 
that never sufficiently to be deprecated annual visit to 
the dentists. Thither had I to escort the children ; I 
had to coax, to bribe, to implore, for I could not scold 
them on such an occasion. Poor young things ! my 
heart ached for them. Once indeed I remember having 
had recourse to rather an expert manoBuvre, for, whilst 

Margaret was suffering under Mr. 's tender 

mercies, I instituted a game of "bob-cherry" with 
Dick, who, be it said bv the way, had an especial 
affection for the good things of this life, and just as 
the boy was making with distended jaw for the prize 
which I held aloft, the dexterous operator slid in his 
instrument and hauled forth the " fanged monster." 
But this of course would not bear repetition ; and in 
general it was tedious work, not to mention the kicks, 
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and cuffs I received (whilst holding their hands and 
feet), which would otherwise have fallen to the share 
of that Prince of Surgeon-Dentists, and most kind- 
hearted of men, Mr. .* 

From this same unfortunate malady of weak nerves. 
Miss Sharpe complained that the riding-school threw 
her into fits; so thither also I accompanied my 
cousins, and there in a little dark den called the gal- 
lery, where the wind entered from a thousand laby- 
rinthine passages, I had to sit for nearly two hours ; 
their stint was an hour, but when Margaret was once 
mounted, no Centaur could have been more dtflScult 
to detach from his equine half. On she would go ; 
exclaiming at the top of her voice, " I know you won't 
mind waiting, cousin Dorothy ; indeed it must be great 
fun for you." What was I to say ? I could not bear to 
deprive her of her ride, but it was a dismal time to 
me. I could not see to work or read ; if I approached 
the fireplace, a volume of smoke drove me back ; if I 
went to the window, I was perished with cold, and had 
besides to look on half a dozen young ladies, who were 
following each other in melancholy monotony at a 
slow dozy pace, which fairly dispirited me. I think 
the treadmill must have been exhilarating in compa- 
rison ; and all this was varied only by the stentorian 
voice of the Batty t of the circle, calling on them after 
each drowzy canter to walk, which summons the horses 
mechanically obeyed, without any apparent volition 
on the part of their riders, breaking their pace at the 
wa ; getting into an amble at the I ; and dropping into 
a funeral march at the Is, 

All these things combined, kept my time pretty 
well employed, especially as I had to enact the duenna 

* But that the date of this stoiy is perhaps somewhat too 
early, we should have thought that the celebrated Mr. C— 
was here alluded to. — ^Ed. 

+ Perhaps a progenitor of him who now ''witches the world 
with noble horsemanship.*' — Ed. 
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whilst the masters gave their lessons to Viola ; Mrs. 
Sidney having a conmsed idea that she had read or 
heard somewhere of a " St. Preux et Julie,*' and an 
" Abelard and Eloise." I don't think she need have 
disquieted herself. I was glad to be employed, for as 
I observed before, I thought my services might claim 
to be placed against the expense of my board and 
maintenance ; and I must say I was rather surprised 
that Mrs. Sidney somewhat unaccountably persisted 
in speaking of me as " the visitor." She frequently 
too would bid me observe that there were very Jfew 
persons in my situation who had their time so much at 
their own disposal ; and she would say, with a sort of 
self-commiserating sigh, that I was indeed fortunate 
in not having entailed on myself the cares of a family 
— that I had all the privileges of celibacy without any 
of its disadvantages, its loneliness and abandonment, 
surrounded as I was by so many happy little facetr. 
And truly my heart did warm very tenderly towards 
those gay young things ; but especially did I love with 
an intense affection that graceful, swan-Hke, lovely, 
and most loveable of human beings, Viola Sidney. 
There was another too of whom I have not yet spoken; 
Lucy, the delight of the entire household, who was 
but an infant when I first came to reside with them ; 
her disposition was so enunently gentle and affec- 
tionate. As she grew up, everyone remarked that she 
was astonishingly like Viola ; and so she was like her ; 
but only when Viola was in her pensive moods, — ^her 
oriental moods, as I used to term them, — ^when she 
drooped her fair head so languishingly, and her large 
dark eyes seemed to be drinking in excess of love. But 
then what most charmed me in Viola Sidney was, that 
I have seen those same eyes dancing in their own 
sunny rays — I have seen them lit up by the " Prome- 
thean spark of intellect" — I have seen them too 
flash with nol^e ind^;iiation at the tale of oppression 
or unmerited contumely. It was not one only, but a 



AlTD OyTBK TOLB. 26 

coQipliete gaAaxy of expressions. I scareely know when 
I thought her loveliest ; each gaze of her varying coun- 
tenance seemed to me siurpassmerLy beautifdl, until 
another came and dimmed it" 

Idttle Lucy, on the contrary, had but one regard^ 
and that was sofb, melting, confiding. Her eyes swam 
in, their own '^ liquid lustre." 



CKAPTEE V. 

Moaxiwiule, welcome jay, and fisast 
Midnight shout and reyelry. 
Tipsy dance, and jollity. 
Braid your locks with rosy twine, 
Dropping odours, dropping wine. 
!Rtgour now is gone to bed, 
' And advice vnSi scrupulous head, 
Strict age, and sour seyerity. 
With their grave saws in slumber lie, — MUiTON. 

In age we should remember that we have beeai young, and in 
youth that we are to be old. — Db. Johnson. 

Asm thus two years glided «way. Viola Sidney 
reached the age of seventeen, and it was agreed that 
it was now time for her to ^iter into society ; or, as 
"MxB. Sidney phrased it^ she was to come out.* I 
thought the term exaggerated, as there was no coinrt 
ball, or county assembly to- mark this- aU^important 
epoch in & young lady's caveer. Miss Stdney was^to 
visit only in. her own small sphere. Highly respectable 
it assuredly was ; still, whether she should mi^e her 
d^ia at Mrs. Allen's, the banker's lady, or at Mrs.'Wil- 
liams's, tiie substantial relict of a wealthy West-India 

* Queiy. Did this same phrase of being '' out," take its rise 
in the time of the Jacobites ¥ Gertes it smacks of the Pre* 
tender, — Note by Dobotht. 
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merchant, was I thought matter of little moment ; 
yet did it afford subject of debate between her parents 
for many a conjugal dialogue, after the fashion of 
Hector and Andromache, as these colloquies generally 
arose when Mr. Sidney was about to take his depar- 
ture, not for the wars, but — ^the city.* At length 
there arrived cards for a ball at Mrs. Brookes's, and 
as this lady's husband was a partner in Mr. Sidney's 
mercantile firm, it was Toted nem can. that it would be 
a most felicitous moment for Yiola's entry' into the 
world (at least their world) of fashion. I did not much 
care for routs or parties of any description ; indeed 
I had scarcely ever mingled in society since my first 
youth. Long attendance on an idolized and invalid 
mother, had worn away my best years in strict sedu- 
sion. The world and its dazzling illusions had been 
obscured to me at the very moment when I might 

Eerchance have been £a,scinated by them ; and since I 
ad taken up my abode in Mr. Sidney's family, none 
of their friends had ever thought of inviting me. Why 
indeed should they ? I am sure, to borrow the lan- 
guage of the schoolmen, there would have been a sad 
marring of the grace of congruity if J had ventured 
to exhibit at a ball. But on this evening, this one 
evening, I would have given worlds to accompany 
them, — ^to have seen Viok at her first ball. I believe 
I thought, in my own silly way, that half the room 
would be kneeling at her feet. I fancied that a buzz 
of admiration would track her steps. I thought that 
Burke's glowing description of France's martyred 
queen might, without aught of hyperbole, be ap- 
plied to Viola. I too saw her in my mind's eye, 
''just above the horizon, decorating and cheering the 
sphere" in which she was about to move ; " glittering 
like the morning star, full of life, and splendour, and 

* What would our learned Grecians say to this specimen of 
the Oaristus ? — Ed. 
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joy." I too *^ thought that ten thousand swords must 
hare leaped firom their scabbards to avenge even a 
look that threatened her with insult." I too, alas ! 
forgot that "■ the age of chiYaliy is gone.** Qreatly to 
Marables' au noy an c^ and in defiance of Miss Sharpens 
sneers, Yiola had insisted that I alone should officiate 
at her toilette on that memorable evening. Accord- 
ingty, I placed the diamond bodkin in her beautiful 
hair, which was braided round her classical head ; it 
was her sole ornament, — ^there was no '* barbaric pearl 
or gold," and her white muslin dress was plain and 
simple as a school-girl's. My task accomplished, I 
ushered her into the drawing-room. Her mother gazed 
on her with pardonable vanity. Her father and elder 
brother were engaged in a luminous dissertation on 
the insecurity of Mining Companies, Gks Shares, 
Bailway Investments, Patent Inventions, and all the 
other treacherous quick-sands, and sloughs of despair, 
into which men have plunged headlong in their 
quenchless, never-dying pursuit of the delusive phan- 
tom — gold. Cursed are they as the son of Jupiter, 
who in his fierce torments sees the cool, dear waters 
bubbling round him, yet cannot slake his feverous 
thirst. Insatiable as the daughters of the horse-leech, 
who cry " Give ! give ! " the more they are glutted with 
their fell banquet. Oh, it made my heart sore to see 
the grasping, eager look of mute attention with which 
that boy was fastemng on each word that dropped 
from his father's Hps ! Surely at any period the illi- 
mitable love of wealth must ever be regarded as one 
of the most grovelliug and debasing passions which 
fetter us to this earth, and clog our every nobler aspi- 
ration. But, that in the full flush of youth and health 
when to our buoyant spirits life itself appears an El 
Dorado, and we float our bark gaily on the stream of 
time as on a Factolus, where pleasure's golden sands 
on either side seem but to wait our outstretched hands 
to grasp . them, — that in these days it should have 
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power to weave its fatal spell around us, and ensnare 
iifi in its specious toils, appeairs to me dire, poirtentous, 
lumatural! 

How much longer tbis edifying conrersation might 
liave continued I know not ; but Mrs. Sidney broke in 
upon it by saying to her husband, " Charles, do look 
at Viola ; see, how brilliantly your present shows in 
her hair." 

Mr. Sidney leisurely drew forth his memorandum 
book, inserted some figures thereiu, and then turning 
round, looked fixedly at his daughter for a few seconds, 
and said, "• Come and kiss me, Viola." 

This from him was something wonderful. I had 
never seen him spontaneously embrace his children ; 
still he was a good father, solicitous for their well- 
doing — sparing no expense in their education, liberal 
in his gifts, most anxious for thekc happiness, or what 
he deemed auaht to he their happiness; and yet I 
ikdnk his children rather feared and honoured thMi 
loved him. They would not run to meet him when he 
appeared, or cHmb his knee, or teU him of their little 
hopes and fears, their joys and sorrows ; neither did 
he expect it from them. Mr. Sidney was a kind but 
not a fond father. He had never played with his 
children even in their eariiest infancy, — ^never sat by 
their couch in sickness — never talked to them freely 
and unreservedly as I think a fiither should talk to 

his children ; but I am rambling on, whilst the 

cacrifige is at the door, and Mrs. Sidney, having once 
more surveyed her daughter cap-orpied, having taken 
out a pin only to replace it in the self-same angle it 
had previously formed, and having given her sundry 
exhortations as to folding her shawl, and many in- 
junctions not to take cold, they departed. I did not 
^lincMned for rest, so I stayed up reading until three 
in the morning. I had left word that I should Hke- 
to see Miss Sidney on her return. She therefore 
eoBse to my room, looking pale and dispirited. 
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" Well, dearest Viola," I exclaimed, " have you 
enjoyed yourself ? " 

" Oh, yes !" she said, languidly, " it was very 
pleasant, I suppose." 

" You suppose ! why, did you not dance ?" 

" Yes, yes ! the whole evening. I am knocked 
up." 

" But who were your partners ?" I asked eagerly. 

" Oh ! don't, dear cousin Dorothy, be so merciless 
as to expect a catalogue raisannee at this time of 
night, or rather monung ; it would be an endless bead- 
roU." 

" Well, but dear Yiola, at least tell me, if there 
were not one among your partners whom you liked 
better than another ; if you had any agreeable conver- 
sation?" 

" No," she replied, " unless you reckon as such 
sundry meteorological observations on the density and 
rarity of the atmosphere — the assurance that it had 
rained all day, and the confidetnt prediction that it 
would be fine to-morrow. Then, to be sure, I was 
edi&ed by an anatomical dissesrtation on the physical 
powers of the premiere dameuse, which I think might 
qualify me to pass my examination at the College of 
Surgeons. I believe this is all I heard ; so good lught, 
dear Cousin Don^hy. I am tired — I mean, I am 
weary. Th»*e is a vast difference between beins; 
weary and tired, but it is too late to be analytical 
Good night ! we will discuss it all to-morrow." 

The morrow came, iuid with it Mrs* Sidney. How 
different to her daughter's was her account of the 
evening's amusement. She was in high spirits. It 
appeared that Viola's ddbut had been most tnumj^iant. 
Mammas had looked apprehensive, — their daughters 
splenetic and spitefol,—- elderly gentlemen had stared 
her out of counteBance, and the young men, after 
casting a side-long glance at the adjoining mirror, 
giving an invigoFrang pull at their coUaro, and a 
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refreshing, although almost imperceptible twirl to 
their a]iH)rosial locks, had crowded round her to 
" hope against hope," that she would take pity on 
them for the twelfth, thirteenth, or fourteenth dance. 
Could a debut have been made under brighter 
auspices ? And jet I said in answer to Mrs. Sidney's 
glowing description, " I don't think Viola was much 
gratified by the sensation she appears to have ex- 
cited?" 

" Oh, really !" replied Mrs. Sidney, with some small 
degree of irritation. " I don't pretend to understand 
Viola ; she is so foolishly romantic. I cannot think 
where she has acquired those absurd ideas. I do 
believe she must have ransacked the circulating libra- 
ries for all the maudlin, flimsy stuff that ought to fall 
dead from the press." 

" Viola's romance is scarcely modelled after the 
pattern of a heroine of the ' Bosa Matilda school ;' " 
I ventured to say. 

" I don't know ; I wish Viola would talk a little 
more to me. I am sure it is the wish of my heart 
that my children should make me their confidant." 

Poor Mrs. Sidney ! How many mothers have said, 
do say, and I fear will say, the same thing until the 
end of time ! And yet no mother can have the confi- 
dence of her children who does not, in their nursery 
and school-days, enter into all their pursuits and 
amusements— who does not Usten to their communi- 
cations with a lively interest, sympathizing with their 
sorrows, and making their joys her own. She need 
not then fear that the nurse or the governess will 
supplant her in the affections of her children. No 
nurse, no governess ever does this. It is the mother 
alone who can thus cramp her intellect, and dwarf her 
comprehension ; aU else will tire of the tedious narra- 
tive of lisping infancy, or the vapid confidence of 
girlhood. She too, will be careful not to quench that 
confidence by the inopportune lecture or sharp rebuke. 
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Few are aware of the chilling blight, the drear opaque- 
ness, and desolation of feeling which have at such 
times fallen on a young girl's heart ; when, in the fiill 
gush of confiding love and boundless trust, she has 
asked for sympathy and succour where nature whis- 

Eered she might not plead in vain ; she yet has found 
er confidence repelled — her trust betrayed. How 
often, j&om that moment, has she gone on her way a 
solitary being, in silence and in loneliness, letting her 
feelings prey on themselves ; and, like the canker- 
worm in the bud, blighting and blasting their own 
freshness ere they come to maturity. 

Still less will the mother who is really desirous of 
identifying herself with her daughter s cherished 
plans and secret thoughts, whisper what she may con- 
sider her little girl's bright sally, or childisn, yet 
heart-fraught eloquence to the first chance visitant 
who may " drop in." I have seen many a child, infant 
though she were, blush crimson at the recital. It at 
once destrovs the sacred feeling of imreserve that 
ought to suDsist between parent and child. Lastly, 
she will not (as was Mrs. Sidney's practice) reveal 
every petty domestic detail or casual observation to 
her Wsband. Girls will confide a thousand trifling 
circumstances to their mothers, vdth which they would 
not for worlds their fathers should be acquainted: 
they have an instinctive feeling that the latter cannot 
comprehend them. 

But to return to our conversation. Mrs. Sidney 
mused awhile, and then said, " Cousin Dorothy, 1 
have been thinking that among all that crowd of 
young men we met last night, there was not one 
whom I should have selected as a husband for Viola. 
You see, with my daughter's peculiar disposition I 
am most anxious that she should not form an attach- 
ment which her father and I could not at once 
approve. If Viola falls in love, it will not be a girl's 
light caprice or evanescent preference." 
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. " Tou are riglit there," I replied, with energy ; " it 
would influence her whole future life. A disappoint- 
ment to her would indeed proye the wredk of her 
happiness." I fekb my eyes nil with tears as I spoke. 

'^ And yet," continued Mrs. Sidney, " who were 
her partners P A tribe of barristers, ' who never are, 
but always to be rich ;' sons of merchants, too proud 
to enter their father's counting-houses, and idling and 
louoagiug about to¥mL the live-long da^; starveling 
curates, ' whose poverty and not their win consents' to 
their remaining single ; besides a sufficient quantity 
of those helots of the human race, younger sons m 
younger brothers. Would any oi these do for my 
daughter?" 

'< Ah! but," I said (and it was an original observa- 
tion om wff part), ^ riches do not constitute happi- 
ness." 

'^ Tme, cousin Dorothy ; but ihere mast be a com- 
petency." 

Ah ! that same word competency, thought I, who 
shall define it P It would defy the analytical powers 
of a Tooke, a Johnson, or a Lowth. It may mean 
four hundred, it may mean four thousand, it may 
even, by a slight stretch of arithmetical ingenuity, be 
magnified into fourteen thousand per annum.* Mr. 
Hume, Miss Mairtineau, the calculating boy himself, 
would be puzzled imder what row of figures to class 
it. In Mrs. Sidney's view of the subject, I think it 
meant a fine house, fine plate, fine servants, fine horses, 
and as many other fine things as could be conFO- 
niently foisted in. 

'^ Yiola has been all her life accustomed to luxuries, 
and she cannot do without them ; she must not many 
a poor man ;" az^^d Mrs. Sidney with herself, for I 
never ventured to contradict her, although I thought 
then, as I had o£ken thought befone, how little she 

* This k cleady an iateipoltttioii ; and indeed the ink is paler 
here than elsewhere.— Sd. 
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appreciated or understood her daughter. " Besides," 
added Mrs. Sidney, " how people would talk if Viola 
were not to make a good match!" and with this 
logical, all-powerful, all-convincing peroration, Mrs. 
Sidney left the apartment. 



CHAPTEE VI. 

Now the first question Others ask, 
When for their girls fond lovers sue, 
Is — ^What's the settlement you'll make ? 
You're poor ! — he flings the door at you. 

Bitbon's Engush Songs. 

Une femme insensible est celle qiu n'a pas encore tu celui qu' 
elle doit aimer. — La Bbutebe. 

"With all my pride in Viola (and it was not a little), 
I thought that her future destiny would be similar to 
that of many another, as gifted and as lovely as her- 
self. I thought that, as offer after offer was rejected 
by her ambitious parents, her youth would pass, her 
beauty fade, her attractions fleet away, imtilthe option 
of refusing or accepting would be no longer left to her. 
As yet, no harm was done, unless indeed to the dis- 
appointed suitors, not one of whom I ever heard of 
as coming to an untimely end : they all kept their 
wits (I mean, of course, such of them as had any wits 
to keep) and attained a most tormenting longevity ; 
for I kept them in my eye, as, being an old maid myself, 
I had an intense sympathy with imfortunate lovers. 
"When last I heard of them, their united ages (to 
borrow the language of the news-writers when, the 
twaddle of the house being at a discount, they have 
recourse to the twaddle of the provinces) amounted 
to one thousand and ten years. Viola " passed 
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maiden meditation, fancy free ;*' her fi&tlier answered 
the aspirants in a firm clerk-like hand ; but, being a 
shrewd man, and jperfectly well aware that these are 
not the kind of epistles young men show to each other 
(albeit a lady's name is mentioned therein) he com- 
posed a species of circular letter, which he had litho- 
^;raphed, only leaving a blank for the date, &c. ; this 
ingenious device saved him a vast deal of trouble. As 
Yiola Sidney had now been out three years, and had 
attained thi mature age of twenlr, without even 
experiencing a passing sentiment tor any favoured 
inoividual, I began to think, with Dick Sidney, that 
" if Viola did not take care what she was about, 
she would end in being an old maid, like that rum- 
touch, cousin Dorothy." Mr. Sidney stipulated only 
for wealth and integrity in his future son-in-law ; but 
Mrs. Sidney indulged in certain vague reveries of a 
broad family-tree, under whose umbrageous covert her 
daughter might find a pleasant shelter from the 
storms of me. These various schemes at times 
amused, and at times saddened me. Viola Sidney 
was an extremely beautiful girl ; nay, more, — ^the word 
fascinating mi^ht have been coined expressly for her ; 
and without that same gifb of fascination, the Venus 
de Medicis herself (could there be found another 
Pygmalion to endue her with vitality) although she 
would doubtless be surrounded by a throng of ad- 
mirers, might yet faU to secure one real lover. Sdll 
I thought, that, notwithstanding all these rare gifts, a 
girl in Miss Sidney's situation, without fortune to 
tempt rank, to barter caste for cash, would nevermore 
in a highe]^ sphere than that which she now occupied. 
!But I was mistaken ; and when the earl of fflenalbert, 
with a splendid rent-roll, ancient lineage, and untar- 
nished reputation, proposed for Viola, I was well nigh 
distraught. I am almost ashamed to say how pleased 
I felt. I thought how well she would become a 
coronet; I thought how grandly, how gloriously she 
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would moye amidst the Hairest of our aristocnu^, 
herself " the fairest of the fSur." As for Mrs. Sidney, 
she was wild with rapture. In the dim matrimonial 
vista, certain images of a stray baronet, or juvenile 
honourable, caught up at Harrowgate or Cheltenham, 
had flitted before her mental vision ; but a peer of the 
realm was 

" Like the aloe's lingering flowers ; 
Which blossom to the eye of man 
But onoe in all his dreary span." 

And she was proportionably enchanted. 

Mr. Sidney too, I had never seen so elated. An 
impoverished earl would, to his wife, have been a 
great temptation; but, in that case, Mr. Sidney would 
assuredly have preferred a plain citizen who stood 
high in the mercantile world; but rank and riches 
^ united, were a concurrence of good things that he 
found it impossible to resist. 

" I told you how it would be, Dorothy ; I told you 
how it would be, Charles ;" exclaimed Mrs. Sidney, in 
a frenzy of delight, " and you [this was addressed to her 
husband] wanted me to cut Mrs. Page, because you 
said she slighted us. Now she wiU doubtless be glad 
enough to visit us ; — ^that spiteful Mrs. Brookes, too, 
with her 'maiwaUe langue^ and her stiff starched 
daughter, — ^how mortified they will be ! Lady Elderby, 
also, who had the insolence not to return my card ! I 
believe she is related to Lord Glenalbert, — ^however, 
she shan't be invited to the wedding; m put my 
veto on that." 

The honourable Mrs. Page had been a schoolfellow 
of Mrs. Sidney, the only sprig or scion of nobility 
with whom she was acquainted ; and, although rather 
a distant oflshoot, IV&s. Sidney had always fondly 
hoped that, through Mrs. Page's medium, her daughter 
miffht be grafted into the parent stem of aristocracy ; 
and therefore die persisted in keeping up the ac- 
quaintance, although Yiola declared that going to Mrs. 

d2 
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Pftgf>*a parties was a po«itiTe infliction, aa sHe was 
certain she was only asked for her singing. Mrs. 
Sidney, bowerer, was content to put up with a great 
deal ^m grtot people. I do not qmteimow whether 
if it had chanced to her to be crushed under the 
wheels of a nobleman's carriage, she would have con- 
soled herself, as did the bumble-minded Erenchman, 
with the philosophic exclamation, *' C'^tait pourtanb 
la Toituro de quelque grand seigneur ;'* — but of this I 
am certain, that Mrs. Sidney allowed her feelinga to 
be cnuMed and trampled on in a manner that she 
would never have permitted from one of her own 
clique. However, her patience and forbearance met 
with their duo reward. It was at a ball given by 
]Mrs. Page that the earl of Olenalbert was first intro- 
duced to Viola ; since which, he had visited occasion- 
all)r at our house, and now, being lord of his own 
actions, and of a magnificent territorial demesne, he 
laid himself and his broad lands at her feet. 

I was in the room with her when her triumphant 
mother put the of^r into her hands. I watched her 
narrowly. The blood mounted not to her cheek — 
there was no smile of secret joy lurking in the comers 
of her chiselled mouth — ^no exulting flash firom her 
radiant eye ; she was calm and immoveable : my spirits 
sank below par. 

*|Well, Viola," said her mother, "are you not 
delighted P You are indeed a most fortunate girl, I 
wish you ioy, my own, own child ; this is the proudest, 
happiest day of my life. I need not ask you what we 
are to say. There eon be but one answer. 

" Mother," answered Viola, calmly, "you will give 
me a little time to think of this. It is sudaen 
unexpected." 

" What," almost shrieked Mrs. Sidney, "you don't 
mean to refuse him ! You can't be so infiituated !" 

** Dearest mother, I a^ but for a little time : I am 
bewildered— I must think awhile." 
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" Surely there is no prior attachment in the case ?" 

" Oh no, mother, no ; mj heart is free." 

"Thank God!" exclaimed Mrs. Sidney, and she 
heayed a deep sigh, as though a load were removed 
from her heart. " You cannot have any personal ob- 
jections to Lord Glenalbert," she continued; " and I 
am told he is most amiable." 

" He appears so," rejoined Viola, in the same quiet 
tone. 

" No one can deny that he is highly aristocratic in 
his appearance," continued Mrs. Sidney, with great 
vehemence of manner. 

" He is veiy gentlemanly." 

" Well, well, that is what I mean ; you surely do 
not think that a nobleman must be of necessity very 
tall, with a lofty bearing, and a regal commanding air ! 
You surely cannot have any such vulgar prejudices ; 
and as to his nobility of character — ^his disinterested- 
ness — ^he has proved that sufficiently by selecting you, 
Viola ; — ^he that might have chosen from among the 
first families of the land." 

Mr. Sidney entered at this crisis. " There, Viola," 
he said, extending a written sheet of paper to her, 
" will this do ? I hope it is not too humble. Grati- 
fied as I am, I would not, by any means, appear servile 
or cringing. He gets a treasure in you, Viola; a 
monarch might be proud to share his crown with you, 
my girl ; and now he will expect to hear the confirma- 
tion of his happiness from your own lips. Shall I 
bid him come to-day ?" 

I could not help observing to myself that Mr. 
Sidney had not even consulted his daughter as to 
what answer he should send to Lord Glenalbert's 
proposal. He seemed to make sure of her assent ; if 
Viola noticed this, she stood too much in awe of her 
fiather to make any comment thereon ; but, in answer 
to his last question, she said, with breathless earnest 
nesB, " Oh, not to-day, papa ; to-morrow." 
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" Nay^, Viola, tins is foolish," rejoined Mr. Sidney ; 
*^ this IS unlike you to keep him in suspense. Eely 
upon it, my girl, your modesty won't be sererely 
taxed ; a glance, a word, half a word from you will 
suffice." 

*^ I cannot see him to-day, father." Mrs. Sidney 
here came to her daughter's reHef. ** Viola is right, 
Charles ; remember it is late, and if Lord GlenaLbert 
calls to-day, we must ask him to dinner ; and I shall 
have to send out for fish, and there must be an 
omelette, and sundry other knick-knacks, — and thinss 
never do when the7are prepared in a hurry ; beaid^ 
the cook won't have time." 

" My dear Anne," said her husband, " rely upon it, 
Lord G-lenalbert will have other things to thmk of, 
than how your dinner is dressed. There is sure to be 
enough, and that is eveiything : besides, if we are to 
make compliments with him it will never do ; you 
forget that he must now of course dine here every 
day.'* 

" Oh, I shan't mind after once or twice, Charles ; 
but first impressions are everything." 

Mr. Sidney acquiesced. In all controversies rela- 
tive to domertic affiura. Mrs. Sidney invariably carried 
the day. 

I did not quite like Miss Sidney's manner during 
the rest of that eventful afternoon ; she seemed to 
be arguing or reasoning herself, as it were, into 
love. "I think, cousin Dorothy," said she to me 
when we were left alone, "I think, I am sure, I 
Hke Lord Glenalbert very much ; I am always glad 
when he asks me to dance. It is veiy pleasant to 
meet with any one who takes so real an interest in 
all one says or does ; — ^I have heard several traits of 
him that I think perfectly admirable. I do not 
know any one I meet in society whom I like so 
well, or whom I hold in such hish. estimation : and 
as to falHng in love, as it is caued, with any one, I 
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don't think that is at all in mj way; I certainly 
have not any very great aptitude for that exquisite 
diTersion ; " and so she went on. How was I to 
answer her P She did not ask my advice, and even 
if she had, I should have given it distrustfully. I 
never had a lover; and love, the love matrimonial, 
was a sealed book to me. What then did I know 
of such matters P To be sure, years ago I had in- 
dulged a vain, delusive dream, — I had staked my 

dearest hraes upon but what am I doing P 

I am not writing my own history. The next day, 
Lord G-lenalbert called; and, aflier that interview, 
Viola looked radiantly happy. ''It is a pleasant 
thing, Dorothy," said she, when she came to my 
room at night, ''to be the cause of happiness to 
others. There is something Gk)d-like in it, — ^it seems 
to expand one's very soul. My heart bounded again 
aa Lord Glenalbert thanked me for his felicity ; and 
mj parents too, Dorothy, — ^how gratified they seem ! 
My father told me he felt ten years younger; and my 
mother wept for joy as she embraced me. It is 
delightful to look on them." 



CHAPTER Vn. 

The poet frlsified : — ''The oonne of trae love runs smooth.*' 

L'amoor qui crolt peu k peu et par degree, ressemble trop h 
Tamiti^ pour dtre nne passion yiolente. — ^La Bbutsrb. 

SoHi weeks passed away ; my fears, fori had had my 
fears, were rapidlv subsiding. There was a manly sin- 
cerity, a " elow of heart," and an unfailing generosity 
in Lord G-knalbert's disposition, which dail;^, hourly, 
made themselves felt, and could not ful j;o be 
appreciated by all who had the privilege of his acquain- 
tance. In literary attainments and grasp of intellect, 
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he was decidedly inferior to Viola ; but then, I have 
never seen her equal. I do not know that he was less 
well informed than the average number of young gen- 
tlemen whom it is one's good fortune to fall in with : 
he was eloquent on the game laws ; conversant in the 
leading articles of the Tory newspapers ; wrote his 
own language correctly, spoke it without any violation 
of grammar; appreciated a French hon mot, and 
quoted Latin sans using false quantities : *' complete 
in all good graces to grace a gentleman." That 
he did not quite understand Viola I felt assured, and 
when she would, almost unconsciously to herself, burst 
forth like an inspired sibyl, or rapt improvisatrice, 
into some impassioned gusn of poetry, or give vent to 
her high-toned feelings in a strain of fendd eloquence, 
I have seen him laugh,. in his frank joyous manner, at 
her enthusiasm ; and then, for one moment, would she 
look annoyed. There is something chiUing to an ideal- 
ist in being laughed at. Argument, remonstrance, 
exhortation, they can bear 5 but few ardent natures are 
proof against the contemptuous sneer, or barbed shaft 
of ridicule. StiU, these were slight breezes that 
scarcely rufl9[ed the smooth current of her life. That 
she had become attached to Lord Glenalbert, I could 
not doubt. It was a cahn, concentrated feeling, a 
quiet yet heart-felt assurance of happiness, a " sober 
certainty of waking bHss," far better, perhaps, than 
the fierce whirlwind of passion. I did not agree with 
her that she had not the capability of loving intensely. 
I thought hers was a nature formed to love with that 
love, which alas ! too often borders on idolatry. Still 
I had no doubt as to her eventual felicity. I felt, that 
as a husband. Lord Glenalbert would each day become 
dearer to her. His mild, unpretending virtues were 
made for the sacred, home-felt bliss of domestic life ; 
and for Viola, once married, I had no fears. Her pure, 
noble nature, her firm principles, built as they were 
on a rock of adamant, would insure he^ from aU peril. 
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Sbe, I knew, was safe. It was ciirious, too, to mark 
Lord Glenalbert's conduct during this period. His 
love for Viola partook of the nature of his character,-— 
outwardly it was calm, very calm ; before a stranger 
he would shrink into himself, and would seem loth to 
pay her those trifling attentions and dvilities which 
their relative situation seemed to demand. Yet was 
his love of no common ord^r ; it pervaded his entire 
being, resembling what philosophers tell us of the 
magnetic influence, — a power universally diffused, yet 
imperceptible to us imtil, perhaps, by the slight acci- 
dent of a balanced needle, it proves its latent existence 
and reality. Yiola Sidney was the least ambitious of 
human beings. I am veir certain that the adventitious 
gifts of rank and wealth had for her no attractions ; 
yet did she feel gratified at the prospect of having her 
name enrolled amongst the good and great — of being 
identified with that femUy of whom, during countless 
generations, it might be truly averred, that " les hom- 
mes ^taient sans peur, et les femmes sans reproche." 
She felt that Lord Glenalbert's talents were scarcely 
of that ordep which would entitle him to hold a con- 
spicuous place in his country's councils, but she like- 
wise felt, that much might be done by their united in- 
fluence in private life ; and they had mutually resolved 
to pass the greater part of the year at nis magni- 
ficent estate in the north, and to improve, to the 
utmost of their power, the vast talent which would be 
committed to their trust. Eor my own part I had 
indeed reason to love Lord Glenalbert ; he treated me 
with a deference and courtesy that I thought had 
passed away with the olden time : indeed, I thiuk his 
love for Yiola had raised the whole sex in his estima- 
tion ; old or young, vapid or witty, handsome or ugly, 
it mattered but little to Lord Glenalbert j to be a 
woman was enough to insure his respect, and claim his 
homage. With her own bright, radiant look did Viola 
say to me one day, " Cousin Dorothy, you are to live 
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with us when we are married, m a friend, a belared 
friend, remember ; you shall have your own apartments 
and join us when you please. Nay do not thank me," 
slie said, as I was about to interrupt her : ** it was 
Lord Olenalbert's proposition, and I loved him for 
being the first to think of it.'* My eyes swam in tears. 
To live with Viola; to enjoy her socieW without re- 
straint ; I, who would have toiled for ner, slaved for 
her, died for her ; it was almost too much for me to bear. 
The thought of parting with her had indeed sadly 
quenched the joy I should otherwise have felt in her 
briUiant prospects ; it was selfish, I know,but in vain I 
had essayed to conquer it. Now I was at the zenith of 
felicity. I felt that I ought to be more grieved at the 
prospect of leaving Mr. and Mrs. Sidney, for they had 
received me when I was an outcast. At that moment, 
too, I inclined to think I had done injustice to 
Miss Sharpe— that perhaps, afW all, she was not so 
utterly insupportable or rancorous as I was wont to 
fancy her ; but these feelings passed away, and joy, un* 
mingled joy at my own felicitous prospects, en|;rossedmy 
every thought, and outweighed all other considerations. 
W eeks had rolled into months, and still the wedding- 
day was not fixed ; yet were the lawyers, miUiners, 
jewellers, the sutlers of the camp, sounding their ^lad 
noto of preparation. At first, indeed, the marriage 
had been well nigh broken off; for Lady Olenalbert, 
who was travelling on the continent for the restoration 
of her youngest daughter's health, had written such a 
cold, ungracious letter, in answer to one with which 
Mr. Sidney had favoured her, detailing the proposed 
alliance between Lord Olenalbert and his daughter, 
that Viola, with her usual good feeling, had resolutely 
declared no power on earth should induce her to entor 
a family where her presence would so manifestly be 
deemed an intrusion. Mrs. Sidney thought ^' the letter 
was very well in ite way, — somewhat stiff, but that 
doubtless was the countess's manner." Lord Ghlenalbert 
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bad also heard from his mother, he was evidentlj 
much disquieted, hut he did not impart the contend 
of her letter to Yiola. Immediately, howerer, he wrote 
again : — ^he was an only son, and he conquered. There 
came a second letter &om the countess to Lord Olen- 
alhert enclosing one for Mr. Sidney, and, this time, it 
-was at least civilly worded, expressing her eager wish 
to see her son happy, and denizing not that his choice 
■would meet her approbation. In reply to Lord Glen- 
albert, she expressed her readiness to accede to his 
request of being present at the wedding ; only sti- 
pulating that she must have his escort, as she would 
not yenture to cross the sea at that inclement season^ 
without his protection; Lord Glenalbert of course 
did not hesitate to comply with this request, yet 
keenly he felt the separation from Yiola ; he struggled 
hard agaiast it, but he was evidently deeply moved. 
It was their first parting ; they had, however, the con- 
solation of knowing it would also be their last, as the 
wedding was to take place immediately on his return. 
At Lora Glenfdbert's particular desire, Yiola was to 
pass the time of his absence with his maternal aunt, 
the Lady Sarah Herbert. She was the widow of a 
gentletnan of ancient family, and extensive property^ 
and was now spending the Christmas holidays at her 
estate in the south of England, where she had col- 
lected round her a bevy of relations and Mends. 

** Yiola will there be introduced to many members 
of my family ;" observed Lord Glenalbert to me one 
day, when we were discussing this plan. " She must 
not first come among them as my wife ; but th^ shall 
learn to love and reverence her as Miss Sidney. 

I honoiured him for that sentiment. 

Lord Glenalbert took his departure for the Con^ 
tinent. 

Lady Sarah Herbert sent her invitation in due 
form. Bat the distance was great ; Mrs. Sidney did 
not like to leave her young family; and s> 
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wished to be on the spot to superintend her daughter's 
trousseau; so it was arranged that I should accom* 
pany Miss Sidney. 



CHAPTEE VIII. 

The mistletoe hung in the castle hall. 
The holly branch shone on the old oaJc wall ; 
The Baron's retainers were blithe and gay- 
Keeping their Christmas holyday. 

Haines Bailey. 

All pages of human life are worth studying ; the wise instruct, 
the gay divert us, the imprudent teach us what to shun, the 
absurd cure the spleen. — ^Mbs. Montague. 

I HAVE, I fear, what many would call a foolish pre- 
judice against Christmas festivities degenerating, with 
those to whom Providence has granted its choicest 
gifts, into mere physical enjoyment of the advantages 
of which their " cup of life" is already full. I can 
indeed understand right well that to the toil-worn 
mechanic, the weary artizan, or slave of the factory — 
to thousands, with whom " the night is joint labourer 
with the day," this gracious festival may be one of 
licensed mirth and jollity. Alas for these, our here- 
ditary bondsmen*, these toilers in factory or in mine; 
victims as they are of an unholy necessity, slaves to 
an unrighteous utilitarianism, whose shrunken frames, 
crushed limbs, and deba.sed intellect, tell in fearM 
characters a tale of cruel wrong and dire oppression. 
A blot are they in our body politic, a stain in our 
body social, a canker-worm in our mercantile pros- 

* Tempora/tnutantur, &c. Much has been done since this pas- 
sage was written, to ameliorate the condition of the fiictory 
operative, and of the labouring classes in general — ^but much 
remains to do. — Ed. 
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perity, a corrosive mildew preying on its very vitals ; 
for surely, surely, no land can ever prosper where 
Bucli enormities are encouraged, protected, nay lauded. 
'' Behold, the Lord's hand is not shortened that it 
cannot save ; neither His ear heavy that He cannot 
hear," and sooner or later will the cry of those unfor- 
tunates ascend up before Him, and pierce into His 
mercy seat, and draw down His thunderbolts of judg- 
ment and of wrath upon this hitherto favoured 
country. I can understand full well, I say, that to 
these, and such as these, this gracious festival may be 
one of licensed mirth and jollity ; that the song with 
which they hail the mom that gives them a brief 
respite from iron toil, and carking drudgery, may be 
in them a fitting Christmas carol : for who shall say 
whether to their darkened minds, this sense of free- 
dom from temporal slavery may not be a powerful 
medium of raismg their souls to that far more blessed 
redemption from spiritual thraldom with which this 
season is fraught ? But that the powerful, the noble, 
the wealthy, with whom life itself is a perpetual holi- 
day, — ^that these, with their rare talents, high privileges, 
and mighty responsibilities, should set apart this day 
on which we commemorate a boon so vast, so im- 
measurable that the dazzled soul trembles even while 
she rejoices over it, a day too " dark with excessive 
bright," to those who should rashly lay imhallowed 
hands on the ark of the new covenant, and dive into 
a mystery which reason's fathom line could never 
touch — ^that these, I repeat, should mark out this 
solenm season for wassail and for revelry, is an anomaly 
that I care not to unravel. 

Situated, however, as I was, I felt it my duty to 
accompany Miss Sidney, and accordingly we set forth 
on our journey. We were two days on the road, but 
the weather was delightfully mild for the season ; the 
sun yet powerful enough to chequer the surrounding 
country with that variety of light and shade which 
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gives such charm to the landscape. Vida was at mj 
side speaking to me nnresarvedly of all her plans and 
prospects for the future ; plans so feasible, so sober, so 
reasonable, that I could not doubt thej would be 
realized, — ^prospects so rational that they seemed to 
insure a perpetuity of bliss. But as we approached 
that lordly castle, my spirits flagged ; my heart sank ; 
I was nervous in the extreme. I, who had not been 
in society for so many years ; I, who was so plain, so 
gaitehe, so painfully sensible of my own deficiencies, to 
encounter a group of strange faces, to live familiarly 
with them, and that for days and weeks ; I literally 
trembled. Yiola did all she could to console me : we 
entered the gates ; the post-boys cracked their whips ; 
although in my nervous trepidation, I besought tiiem 
not to hurry, the horses galloped, — ^we were whiried 
along the magnificent avenue, — ^we were at the do(V. 
Infinite was my irelief to find that the whole party, 
tempted by the beauty of the day, had gone on an 
exploratory expedition. We were condudbed to our 
rooms ; the very magnificence of the apartm^it de- 

Sressed me, contrasted too as it was with my own 
ormitory at Mr. Sidney's, — eleven feet by nine. The 
bed with its rich canopy and costly valance, the 
toilette table with its rare implements, that seemed 
designed for anything but use. (Have I not said, 
that Lady Sarah Herbert's was a ^* show house?") 
The packages were brought to my room, and I began 
most sedulously putting things in their places. The 
employment had a soothing effect on me, and having 
donned my grey satin gown (my best dress), I began 
to find out that it must be getting very Iftte ; so I 
resolved upon going in quest of Yida. I had no one 
to guide me, and I felt reluctant to ring the bell : but 
I fancied I should know the room again, as it had 
been pointed out to me on our arrival. I wandered 
throug[h extensive corridors, interminable galleries, 
and sig«zag passages, and was getting somewhat 
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alarmed, when I beard voices near me ; in my aozieiT 
to escape them, I turned suddenly, and found myself 
fronting the principal staircase. A man, half jockey, 
half gentleman, and a lady equipped a VAsnazone, were 
ascending it. She was speaUn^ in a loud shrill voice ; 
so loud, that I thought she at least, like myself, must 
be one of the Farias of the world ; she had a rose in 
the button-hole of her habit which the gentleman was 
endeavouring to snatch. 

"Now, positively. Lord John, you sha'nt," ex- 
claimed the voung lady ; " how can you be so silly ? — as 
it is I shall be too late for dinner,— that short cut of 
yours must have been at least three miles out of the 
way ; I shall have such a preachment from mamma» — 
let me pass." 

" Not unless you give me the rose. Lady Emmeline ;* ' 
answered the gentleman, with what I think he meant 
for an insinuating gesture. 

" How very absurd you are," she said; " my maid 
shall pick you half a score, — ^they grow in clusters 
near the door. Now don't detain me, they are all 
assembled in the drawing-room ; how very provoking 
you are ; the dinner-bell will ring in another moment ; 
It may be very well for you, coming in after the soup, 
but it won't do for me." 

Nor for me either, thought I. I had been standing 
irresolute at the top of the stairs whilst this romping 
bout (for it was nothing less) was going on, and I had 
coughed twice or thrice to give them warning of my 
presence, but they were too much occupied to heed 
me; now, however, I rushed past them, — ^the lady 
blushed, — ^the gentleman laughed. I asked a servant 
who was passing at the moment to show me the draw- 
ing-room. Fortunately he threw open the door for 
me, or I should never nad courage to do so for myself. 
I thought how hard it was of Yiola to have neglected 
me ; but at least, I reflected, no one will think it worth 
their while to take notice of me : I was mistaken. I 



48 * 'tis Alf OLD TALE, 

had not an idea that lords and ladies could be as rude 
and ill bred as the commonalty, indeed more so than 
any I had ever encountered ; for as I walked along' 
ready to sink into the earth, every eyeglass was level- 
led at me; I thought of poor soldiers running the 
gauntlet ; and I heard a gentlemen say in no very lo w 
tone, to his neighbour ; '' Is this la belle fiancee ? 
Poor Olenalbert! I had always heard that Master 
Cupid's visual organs were somewhat defective, but I 
never knew till now that he was stone-blind." The 
young lady to whom this lively sally was addressed, 
laughed most obligingly, as all young ladies think it 
incumbent on them to do when young gentlemen 
make abortive attempts at wit for their express edifi- 
cation, and the hon mot flew around the circle with 
the unerring rapidity of the fiery cross in the '' Lady 
of the Lake." My ears tingled, my cheeks reddened, 
my presence of mind was rapidly forsaking me. I was 
well nigh bursting into tears. At this juncture Lady 
Sarah Herbert came forward &om a group assembled 
round the fireplace. She addressed me haughtily, but 
with civility ; m my confusion I extended my hand ; 
she either did not or would not see it, and curtsied to 
me profoimdly. A servant threw open the door, and 
announced that dinner was served. 

^ Where is Miss Sidney, Madam ? " said the Lady 
Sarah. 

'' I don't know," I stammered out. 

"^ Matilda^ my dear," said Lady Sarah, to a piece of 
BtHL life near h^ ^ wiU yoa go for Miss Sidney ? " 
But ere the young lady addressed could comply, the 
door again opened, and there entered Viola Sidney. 

How unspeakably lovely she looked ! 

The eompany had paiied off for dinner, but as she 
advanced, ladies and gentlranen had again recourse to 
^heir glasses. Nothing discomposed, she moved quietly 
^ her head rather thrown back ; a slight, a very 
*^^ght accession of colour in her cheeks ; her eyes half- 



jL^B 0FTEI7 TOLD. 49 

veiled by tbeir drooping lids, but ^t not east down. 
It was curious to mark the revulsion of feeling that 
instantaneously took place ; eye glasses were dropped 
and eyes opened. The gentlemen murmured appro- 
bation ; the ladies were seized with a little fidgetty, 
nervous cough ; Yiola approached Lady Sarah, and 
curtsied to her gracefully, but with a slight degree of 
haughtiness, almost imperceptible to any one, who 
was not, like myself, acquainted with her every ges- 
ture. Lady Sarah paused one moment ; then throwing 
her arms roimd Viola's neck, kissed her affectionati^jr, 
and said, *' My dear Miss Sidney, I am sincerely happy 
to see you under my roof." 

The compaaiy were, as I have already said, in " coup- 
lets," and Lady Sarah was looking anxiously around 
her for a gentlemen to escort Miss Sidney ; when she 
seeing me in the back ground (for Laay Sarah hikd 
not apportioned me to anv unfortunate youth), sprang 
across the room, and said, " Dear cousin Dorothy, we 
will go together. Pray don't apologise, Lady Sarah ; 
I am sure I could not have a more agreeable com- 
panion." 

We were separated at the dinner table, but I now 
found no lack of courtesy, as the young men seemed 
vying with each other who should pay me most 
attention. » 

The house was v^ full of company, and, day by 
day, we had fresh accessions of visitors. There was 
always much to be seen, much to be done. Turretdiff 
Castde was situated on the verge of a bold and rocky 
coast, &om whence the glorious ocean might be viewed 
in all its startling grandeur and wild loveliness. Yiola,, 
who had only looked on the sea at Brighton or Hastings 
or some other of the marine stores of health and plea- 
sure, where the beach is daily strewed with young 
ladies absorbed in the scientific process of collecting 
sesrweedsy to be preserved, dried, or conserved, in 
sheets of white paper; or diligently searching for 

£ 
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specimens of crustaceologj, which they, for the most 
part, term conchology ; where, too, you ore sure to be 
Launted by countless ragged urchins, with their bare 
l^gs, like a set of leech gatherers, or Highlanders; — 
Yiola, I say, was delighted 



" To walk, where few had ever walked hefore. 
About the rocks that ran along the shore ; 
Pleasant it was to view the sea gulls strive 
Against the storm, or in the ocean dive.*' 

In these rambles along that wintry, stem coast, 1 
fii^uently accompanied her, whilst the rest of the 
paiV were roaming far and wide over the face of the 
earth in quest of more terrene amusements. We had 
to endure much quizzing on our romantic propensities, 
and I was frequently asked, in a bantering tone, whe- 
ther I had not a lover at sea. It is very odd, but I 
do not think any one believes in an abstract love of the 
focean. That Yiola should delight in these lonely ram- 
bles, was not deemed remarkable ; young ladies whose 
lovers are away may be pardoned a little eccentricity. 

Miss Sidney's engagement to Lord Glenalbert was, 
of course, well known ; still there were not wanting 
many young gentlemen who ' would kindly have be- 
guiled the weary interval, during which she was sepa- 
rated &om her lover, by a little innocent flirtation, but 
it would not do ; without the slightest prudery or affec- 
tation, she talked gaily and pleasantly to all, but none 
could say he was more highly favoured than another. 

There was shortly to be a baU at the castle, and as 
the neighbourhood was extensive and populous, it was 
arranged that every family of respectability should be 
invited ; persons with whom it would have been the 
death-blow of aristocracy to have mingled in London, 
but with whom Lady Sarah thought that, without any 
very great compromise of her dignity, she might asso- 
ciate in the coomtry. The ball was to be a magnificent 
thing in its way, and many people were coming 
from London expressly for it. Amongst these were 
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Mrs. and Miss Page, who thought nothing of travelling 
between one and two hundred miles for a ball. By 
the bye, I forgot to mention in its place, that as soon a9 
Viola's projected union with Lord Glenalbert was 
publi«ly known, Mrs. Page suddenly became most ex- 
emplary in the matter of visiting, &c. She even deli- 
cately insinuated to Mrs. Sidney that she took a great 
deal of credit to herself in bringing about that affair, 
as it was at her house the young people had first met ; 
and she wound up her discourse by saying, that "of all 
things in the wond, her daughter Helen would like to 
be Miss Sidney's bridemaid ; that Helen had always 
taken a great fancy to Miss Sidney, and there were 
not many persons Helen liked, she was so fastidious." 
It is not to be supposed that Mrs. Sidney was weak 
enough to be deceived by these fine speeches ; but she 
remembered that Miss Page was a niece of Lord 
Dareall, and as such she thought her name would 
figure well among the list of fashionables who were 
to grace her daughter's nuptials. 

Miss Sidney had no love-sick female friend, no 
"confidante mad in white dimity," with whom she 
might engage in the ordinary traffic of sentimental- 
ities, the tender whispers, the rose-coloured notes, the 
mutual sighs, the gentle raOlery, the exchange of 
blushes, and the quid pro qtio locks of hair, auburn 
for black, or black for auburn ; she was wont to say 
that I supplied the place of all younger female asso- 
ciates, besides which, she was very fond of her brothers 
and sisters ; and I don't know how it is, but I think 
people with strong domestic attachments are not apt 
to pick up stray intimacies ; therefore, when Mrs. 
Sidney said she wished her to have Miss Page for her 
bride-maid, Viola answered, " As you please, mamma ; 
I think Helen Page a good-natured, well-meaning 
little person ; I dislike Mrs. Page, because she was 
most insolent to us ; but I have no objection to her 
daughter, who — " 

£ 2 
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" Oil, my dear Viola ! " interrapted her mother, "let 
hy-gones be hy-gones ; yoa will now hold such an in- 
finitely higher station than poor Mrs. Page, that it 
would be quite beneath you to evince any sensitiveness 
to former slights ;'* and as Vida did not reply, the 
matter was arranged to Mrs. Sidney's satisfaction. 

This is rather a " per saltum," or firog-like way of 
telling a story ; but to return to the main indict- 
ment. 

Miss Page was very fat ; she pi(][ued herself on 
possessing great nawete and simphcity of character. 
She was one of those " unlessoned girls, unschooled, 
unpractised," who, with a fearless frankness, give ut- 
terance to every crude thought that passes through 
their fertile brains ; she had afflictingly high spirits, 
and laughed so loud, and talked so fast, that you felt, 
after speaking with her (or rather after hearing her 
speak, for as to anything like a reciprocity of commu- 
nication, that was quite out of the question), a weight 
on your chest, a struggling for breath, similar to that 
pleasantest sensation, the nightmare ; in short, she ran 
where less mercurial people woiJd have walked; 
romped where others only danced ; and jested on many 
subjects which the prejudices of old-fashioned people 
hJe from time JmLoml venerated as i^d ; 
added to all which, she had a string of pet phrases 
that would have made a philologist's hair stand on 
end ; such as, a nice man, a dear litlie chair, a sweet 
table, a glorious dress, a darling bonnet, a bewitching 
necklace, Ac, &c. Such was Miss Page, or such she 
appeared to me, after two or three weeks* residence in 
a country house, amidst a host of signally siUy young 
men, and superlatively sentimental young ladies, had 
brought her absurdities into full play. 
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CHAPTEE IX. 

My mind misgites ; 
Some oonseqiiencey yet hangii^ in the stars^ 
Shall bitterly begin hia fe«3iil date 
With this night's revels. 

Shakspeajue. 

Avee lei hommes ramour entre par les yenz^ avec les femmes 
par lee OTeilles. — Fbbncs Pboterb. 

Les ^tres cr^es Tune pour Tantre doiyent se reoonnaltre h la 
j^^mi^re vue. — ^Wxbvbb. 

Lady Sarah Hebbsbt had three children. Her 
eldest son was married, and residing on the continent, 
being remarkable for naught that I could leam^ but 
his preference of every other country to the one ho- 
iK^ured with his nativity. Miss Herbert was a 
singular abstraction. She passed her life in a Sip 
Yan Winkle state of torpor ; a tortoise was active- 
minded and agile in comparison ; it was impossible to 
look on her without feeling a drowsy senstUiion creep 
over you. In person, she was only noticeable for the 
colour of her haim which looked as though it had 
been spun hj the silk-worm ; her thin compressed 
lips (but that was no wonder, since she never opened 
them but to eat or drink), and heavy drooping lids, 
which seemed always about to play the part of nature's 
fiofb nurse, and ciui;ain the eyes beneath them into 
most profound repose. From " eve to mom, from 
mom to dewy eve " again, would she sit at h^ em- 
broidery, which was in her haods a complete Penelope's 
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web : vHether she undid every night her moming'3 
work, I never could discover ; certain, however, it is, 
that it did not appear to progress. Visions of Hercu- 
laneum and Pompeii were associated with her pre- 
sence. I never looked at her without thinking of the 
baker transfixed at his oven, or the soldier discovered 
immoveable in the guard-room, or the luckless wretch 
with his keys and purse of gold. 

These could scarcely present more unfortunate spe- 
cimens of " still life," than did Miss Matilda Herbert, 
in her own fair pei;^on. Now, if it were not that the 
wise ones tell us a negative quality in algebra is worse 
than nothing, I should have thought that nothing 
could be worse than this young lady's blank inanity ; 
yet was it the fashion amongst all the visitors at 
Turretcliff to pronounce Miss Herbert a sweet girl, 
which rather posed me, until I recollected Burke's 
notable observation, that " insipid things of all kinds^ 
such as water, oil, &c., approach more nearly to the 
nature of sweetness, than to that of any other taste ;" 
and then most conscientiously could I join in the 
encomium. 

Lady Sarah Herbert's favourite, beyond all contro- 
versy, was her youngest son; she had been daily 
expecting his arrival at Turretcliff during the last 
fortnight ; but the evening of the ball arrived, and no 
Mr. Herbert had made his appearance. "We were all 
assembled in the dancing-room, waiting the arrival of 
the first guests. Lady Sarah, having looked at the clock, 
walked to the windows, which fronted the avenue, 
and exhibited manifold tokens of perturbation, ex- 
claimed, in an aggrieved tone — 

" "Well, I suppose we must give up all hopes of 
Frank for this evening ; how I shall get on without 
him I don't know ; he is the life of every party. It is 
the more provoking, aa he had promised to introduce 
his friend Mr. Lyndham, who is, I understand, a rara 
avis ; a man comme ily en apeu, a poet, artist, musi- 
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cian, handsome, brave, accomplished ; — as Frank tells 
me, he wants but one thing — " 

" A wife, I suppose," interrupted Miss Page, gig- 
gling vehemently. 

" No, Miss Page," answered Lady Sarah, — "some* 
thing rather more difficult to attain: — that unro- 
mantic, yet necessary qualification — cash." 

" Ah," rejoined Miss Page, " that is always the 
way ; all the nice men are poor. I never yet knew a 
rich man who was not insufferable." 

" Thank you, Miss Page," exclaimed, simultane- 
ously. Sir Harry Sutton, who revelled in fifteen 
thousand a year, and Mr. Towers, who luxuriated in 
twelve. 

" My dear Helen," shouted Mrs. Page, from the 
further end of the apartment, " what nonsense you 
talk. I am sure you don't mean half you are say* 
ing." 

" "Well, now, mamma," said the stout Miss Page, 
" if you think I shall ever marry for money, you are 
vastly mistaken. I give you fair warning ." 

But she was interrupted in her harangue, as the 
company were now assembling fast ; and I retired to 
a remote comer, where I might escape observation ; 
whilst, according to my usual practice, I amused 
myself by watching the proceedings of those around 
me. 

I had never before been at a regular ball. The 
brilliantly lighted apartments — the pillars twined with 
laurels, evergreens, and crimson berries — the young 
ladies in their gay dresses, looking like a rich psurterre 
of tulips — ^the dowagers in their fantastic turbans and 
rare jewels, formed a eotip deceit that at first en- 
chanted me: but, on nearer inspection, the illusion 
vanished. Not far from where I sat, a band of musi- 
cians was stationed, who had been sent for from Lou- 
don expressly to do honour to that evening's festivities. 
There was one among them who excited ray liveliest 
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oompafision, until I was forced to turn awaj sick at 
heart; for his attenuated frame, sunken cheeky and 
hoUow eye, at once betrayed his maLady. He had 
been playing the flageolet (I neyer heard anything half 
so aweet), md he now paused, whilst his chest h^ved 
painfully, his breathing came thick and shorty and his 
feeble cough seemed yet powerful enough to rack his 
j&ail anatomy. The master of the band turned towards 
him, for he missed those silvery tones ; and tiie poor 
musician once more took up the melody, for he knew 
that he had a wife and childr^ whose morrow's meal 
depended on that night's profits. Ah ! libtle did they 
think, those gay young dancers, whose feet were 
bounding along the smooth floor to that lively measure 
— ^little did the^ reck, that, at every breath that poor 
man drew, whilst painfully ministering to their plea- 
sine, his life was ebbing fast away. I turned nrom 
him to look at the dancers. I gazed with wonder on 
those amiable philanthropists of the ball-room, whom 
I saw bestowmg, with rare impartiality, the same 
look of pleased attention — ^the same bright smile on 
each successive partner, whether old or young, ani- 
mated or dull, foppish or frivolous, solemn or senten- 
tious ; and I looked with pity on that far smaller dass, 
who sat with eyes fixed on the door, as though their 
gaee could have pierced its panels. I sighed as I 
marked their look of blank disappointment, when one 
after another entered ; but he (without whose presence 
the ball so long looked forward to, so ardently desired, 
would seem " flat, stale, and unprofitable") still failed 
to appear. These, I observed, could not have num- 
bered above eighteen oc nineteen years, young giris, 
who had not yet served their apprenticeship to the 
tactics of the ball-room — who had still to learn to put 
a mask on their feelings. 

But soon my attention was attracted to a small 
knot of ladies and gentlem^i, who were now casting 
most malign glances at each other; now gasing on 
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the cdling with a fine look of '' Pamassiaa abstrac- 
tion ;" now throwing their heads languishingly on one 
side ; and now looking eagerly around them, with an 
'' and if you will not hare me choose" expression of 
countenance. These, I afterwards learned, were a 
group of ^ lionets/' not having yet attained their fuU 
(literary) growtk-^-smaU authors and authoresses, the 
minnows of literature, perpetrators of fiigitive pieces," 
most aptly named, and lavish contributors to maga- 
zines and miscellanies, scrap books and albums,* 
— ^ingenious youth of both sexes, who write so very 
lusciously, that one is forced to taste sparingly of 
ikm good things, as of the frothy article called 
'' trifle," lest a surfeit be the sad consequence of too 
liberal an indulgence. But what amused me yet more, 
w^re the manceuvres of a cluster of youths, stationed 
near the doorway, waiting till their arbiter elegan.'* 
tiarum, Count Henri de Moustache, or Lord Melton« 
turf,t had given his influential dictum as to the belle 
of tilie evening ; then did they, like a set of '* geese 
errant," flock round the fiivoured damsel, hoping, 
sighing, despairing, dying — 

" For all contend, " 

To win her grace whom all oommend.'* 

Nor less did I smile at the male coquet, who, with 
smooth, plausible, persuasive manner, with due in- 
flection and dropping of the voice, that makes his 
** Are you engaged for the next quadrille?" almost 
equivalent to a declaration of love, flits from damsel to 
damsel, softly whispering th2|,t he never knew one " so 
perfect, or so peerless; created of every creature's 
best," as the individual whom he is for the nonce 

* Periiaps those eorgeons fittle Toltunes, called ** annuals," 
which, like the bri^t ephemera of a summer's noon, sport a 
gay and brief existence, had not yet started into life. — ^Ed. 

+ Might not this rather euphonious title, which is, we believe, 
now extinct, be revived when the next batch of peers are 
created I — ^£h). 
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addresBing. I vbs diBtorbed in these rumiortioiis by 
the approach of two young men, who stationed them- 
selves against the pilur behind which I had screened 
myself. Immediately they rivetted my attention, br 
the exceeding contrast which they formed to each 
other, although both were, I thought, remarkably 
ffood-looking. The one had those very blue eyes and 
fair hair, which at once float back the imagination to 

East ages, when the Saxon race of kings held sway ; 
is might certainly be called an '' historical face.'' 
He had a frank, good-humoured, or rather reckless 
expression of countenance, strong white teeth, which 
seemed obtrusively to force themselves upon your 
notice, a wide mouth, that, even in repose, had a 
lurking smile hovering in the comers, and a genial 
air of boon companionship. The other was tall, dark, 
with that indescrihable look of intellect, so totally 
independent of features, cheeks a little, a very little, 
hollow, a pervading something that gave a faint suspi- 
sion of consumption. He was just what yoimg ladies 
in general term '* interesting," and their mammas 
unhesitatingly anathematise as '' downright ugly«" 
He was leaning against the pHlar with folded arms— 
the look, the attitude, was that which English painters 
invariably give to their Italian bandits, or Spanish 
bravos. The first words I heard were from the Saxon- 
haired youth : 

" 'Tis useless, Lyndham, looking at her so ; she is 
very beautiful, but she is bespoken, man — la helle 
fiancee, as they call her in these parts; so here is 
Miss Irby, or Miss Carew — very chatty, lively girls, 
both. Come, come, we want dancers ; the ladies (bless 
them !) preponderate. Don't stand in that imposing 
attitude, with your arms folded thus ; you must have 
copied it from the plaster casts of if apoleon which 
those grinning Italian varlets hawk about the streets — 

' I am monarch of all I survey, 
My right there is none to dispute.* 
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Spout it forth, man! Come, LjndKam, don't be in 
one of your confounded misanthropic humours ; the 
woiWs good enough, if you idll only think bo." 

"I tell you, Herbert, I wish to be introduced 

to la helle fiancee, as you call hier : tell me iviio 

she is, and tell me also who is ." 

"The happy man," interrupted Mr. Herbert, 
speaking very £iist, as though he was anxious to get 
over the ground as speedily as possible. "Why, 
no less a personage than my cousin, Qlenalbert. 
Devilish lucky she is to have secured him. I wish I 
had a manceuvring mamma to push me forward in the 
world ; for they tell me the mother managed it aU, 
'will ye, nill ye,'— there was no escaping her, and 
Glenalbert was idways rather soft hearted." 

" But who is she ?" said Mr. Lyndham, impatiently. 

" Don't pelt me with questions, Lyndham ; 'tis a 
species of small shot I can't endure : have patience, 
and I'll tell you all I know. She is a Miss Sidney, 
the daughter of a tradesman." 

" A tradesman, Frank ? You jest 5 do be serious." 

"Well, a merchant — all the same — ^wholesale or 
retail dealers — where's the difference ? It really is a 
terrible mesalliance; I assure you we are all very 
much annoyed. My mother at first was outrageous : 
but she is exceedingly attached to Glenalbert ; and, 
to oblige him, she asked Miss Sidney here. Besides, 
after aU, what can one do ? ' il faut hurler avec les 
loups.' She will be Countess of Glenalbert ; and it 
is just as well not to make an enemy of her." 

" How beautiful she is," said Mr. Lyndham, as if 
speaking in a soliloquy 3 " she realizes aU one's day- 
dreams." 

"Yes, yes, a fine-looking rirl enough," rejoined Mr. 
Herbert. "Small feet, hands, and ears too — signs of 
blood : how the deuce did she come by them ? Had 
she been an heiress, I could have forgiven Glenalbert ; 
the thing would then have brought its own excuse ; 
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but Blie will have ozify about fiye or aix tiiouaaad 
pounds, with a reversiouaiy prospect of perhaps as 
much more at her father's death— just enough to keep 
her in gloves and eau de Cologne. Now, if Ghlenalbert 
had been bitten with your rabid romantic foUj, Lynd- 
ham, it would not have surprised me; but he is a 
prosaic, matter-of-fact, methodical, orthodox youth: 
^ there's never any of these demure boys come to any 
proof.' " 

''At least," replied Mr. Lyiidham, "he appears 
to have sufficient romance to have fiiUen in love 
most" 

''Oh yes!" again interrupted the voluble Mr. 
Herbert; "plunged in like another Leander; and, 
Uke that same bad swimmer, could not keep his head 
above water. In love^ quotha ! why^ my mother wrote 
me word, that they are going to oury themsdves in 
the country, in some old tumble-down abbey, where 
* Boreas, and Cesia% and Argestes loud,' shall, with 
their confounded uproar, silence the matrimonial 
brawls within. ' Ye gods, it dotii amaae me, Cassius.' 
Poor GHenalbert ! I think we might get a statute of 
lunacy taken out against him, and they could i^point 
me guardian of his affiurs»" 

" You must not, then, bring that young kdv into 
court ; she would, in' her own person, offer too nir an 
excuse for " « . » . 

" Nonsense, Lyndham ! I don't look upon you as a 
competent judge in these matters. Poets in general 
are but out-pensioners of Bedlam — ^licensed madmen, 
who walk about within the rules of the asylum, under 
certain restrictions best known to themselves. But 
here comes my ahna mater ; I am no unnatural son ; 
Oxford is but my arida mUrix, Here she comes — 
doubtless to upbraid us with our lack of gallantly. 
Perhaps her eloquence may prevail with you. I shful 
go in search of that little goose, Helen Page. Yale ! we 
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ftball meet at Philippi, — I mean we sball meet in the 
supper-room. 

Lady Sarah Herbert now advaaicedto Mr. Lyndham; 
she mologised gracefully to him for the neglect ^prhich 
she feared he must have experienced on his arrival, 
owing to the bustle and confusion attendant on a 
large ball ; and she then asked him if he would not 
allow her to provide him with a partner. 

" Yes — no," — ^replied Mr. Lyndham, " I think not." 
But, after a moment's paus^, he said, " Will you intro- 
duce me to that young lady — ^there ?" 

^ I shall have much pleasure." And Lady Sarah 
laid her hand upon a shiny-faced, innocent little piece 
of rurality — " My dear. Miss Carew " — 

" Oh no," cried Mr. Lyndham, " I mean the young 
lady who is approaching us." 

Lady Sarah paused, hesitated, and said, with a 
smile — - 

" Oh yes ! certainly ; but I think it right to fore- 
warn you, Miss Sidney is engaged." 

*^'Fcfr this quadrille?" asked Mr. Lyndham, with 
admirable ndi/oete, 

'' No, but for a more indissoluble partnership : Miss 
Sidney is ^ficmcee^ 

^ Eorewamed is forearmed, Lady Sarah ; now will 
you not present me ?" 

Miss Sidney had by this time joined me, and was 
ezclahning : 

" Dear cousin Dorothy, where have you hid your- 
self ? I have sought you all night." 

When Lady Sarah, approaching us, said : 

^ y iola, dear, Mr. Lyndham wishes to be introduced 
to you." 

Viola slightly curtsied, and was pursuing her con- 
versation with myself, when Mr. Lyndham said : 

^ Miss Sidney, may I have the h<»iour of dancing 
with you P" 
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" It is a waltz, I believe," answered Viola, " and I 
don't mean to waltz this evening." 

" Oh, not valse, Viola?" exclaimed Miss Page, who 
had just skipped up to us. *^ What can you mean P 
I do so doat on a valse, — ^it is such a dear sweet dance ; 
but perhaps you think * an certo Signore ' would be 
angry : however, don't be afraid ; we are all far too 
discreet to tell tales out of school." 

Miss Sidney's lip slightly curled. ^ 

" Now I am sure this is your reign, my dear," con- 
tinued Miss Page; "and were I in your place, I 
would make the most of it ; by-and-by, perhaps, you 
must submit, but I have no id4 of me^ JivinlthL- 
selves airs before marriage." 

"Are you not going to dance, Helen?" asked 
Viola, in a tone that implied she wished her away. 

" Lor, my de^r, I am dying to valse, but no one 
asks me. I am sure I don't kaow what's come to the 
men now-a-days ; they are all so shy. I thought that 
droll creature, Frank Herbert, meant to ask me ; but 
after chatting a little while, away he went, just as the 
music struck up. It really is too provoking. Can't 
you introduce me to any one, Viola? You have 
always such lots of partners." 

Mi. Lyndham was stiU hovering near us. Miss 
Sidney involuntarily looked at him ; so did poor Miss 
Page. 

" I shall be happy," said Mr. Lyndham, with some 
hesitation of manner, " to oifer my services, if you are 
in want of a partner." 

The invitation was unpromising; but Miss Page 
linked her arm in his, and, in another moment, they 
were meandering through the mazes of the waltz. 
Meanwhile, Viola and I took a seat at the further end 
of the apartment ; we were soon involved in an ani- 
mated discussion, on things past, present and to come, 
whilst the ball-room and its gay inmates were for the 
time forgotten. A sudden pause in the music caused 
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me to look up, when the dance being ended, I saw 
MisB Page and Mr. Ljndham coming towards us ; he 
was * evidently leading, or rather dragging, her in our 
vicinity, notwithstanding her strenuous assertions, 
that " Mamma must be in the refreshment room f ' 
but on he came ; and as they stood before us, Miss 
Page exclaimed — 

** Ah ! here you are, my dear ; well, I declare, you 
quite haunt us ; but now, Viola, I have been accusing 
Mr. Lyndham of 'being a poet, but he won't confess 
the ' soft impeachment ; ' however, I shall make him 
write in my album. I hope Lord Byron is your model, 
Mr. Lyndham ; because, to be very &ank with you, he 
is the only poet I can tolerate. I know it is the fashion 
to admire Shakspeare, Milton, and other of those 
worthies, but I am above such silly prejudices. Now 
do.tell me, have you published — ^what is your nom de 
guerre — Orlando, or the Greek letter Delta ? You 
see I know all about authorship.*' 

" Perhaps, Miss Page, you are yourself a votary of 
the muses P " said Mr. Lyndham, in a. sarcastic 
tone. 

" Oh dear, no," replied Miss Page, with her incorri- 
gible giggle. " What should make you think so P 
Do I look like a poetess P I was never told so before. 
Now, as to you, Mr. Lyndham, I should have known 
you anywhere for a poet." 

"Indeed," he answered, looking rather amused. 
" May I ask what are, in your estimation, the generic 
marks ? " 

" Oh, you know, a poet must be of necessity very 
pale and pensive, with ' eyes dark as the night,* and 

^in short, he must be very interesting. Oh, lor, 

what have I said ? I did not mean you were interest- 
ing, Mr. Lyndham ; now did I, Viola ? *' 

" I really was not attending to you, Helen,** Viola 
replied, absently. 

"Will you dance with me, Miss Sidney,'* said Mr. 
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Lyndham (and his voice now first sh>ack me as being 
remarkably sweet) ; '*it is a quadrille.'' And Viola 
did dance with him. 

Why was it, that, daring this same quadrille, a 
strange presentiment came over me — ^an indescribable 
dread — a vague and dizzy sense of impending misery ? 
I could not have defioied it. Assuredly there was no- 
thing in her demeanour to give rise to it. I had rarely 
if ever, seen her so little animated ; yet was she lis- 
tening attentively, but with the air of CHie who is rather 
perplexed than amused. No ; T think it was his 
manner that staggered me. He was looking at her 
with intense admiration ; — ^not his the vulgar stare of 
th^ clown, neither was it the impassioned gaze of the 
roue; but rather the reverential look (it is a bold word 
but I can think of no other) — ^that look of mingled 
homage and tenderness which every woman feels by 
intuition, even although her averted gaze may seem to 
take no cognizance of it. Alas ! with the coming days 
my fears were not dissipated. For the first time in 
my life, I was the maiden cousin, the strict duenna, 
the many-eyed Argus ; but I remembered, that only 
a little, a very little, time would elapse, ere we 
should be summoned home — and this thought re- 
assured me. 

Here, alas! I was mistaken. Lord G^lenalbert 
was at first detained by stress of weather. He said 
(and I believe it) that he would willingly have perilled 
his life to be with us, or rather with her, once again ; 
but he had a precious freight to convoy, and he durst 
not risk the safety of those so deservedly dear to him. 
Then there came another, and a far longer delay. His 
youngest sister had had a relapse ; her hfe was de- 
spaired of; and he could not leave his mother in her 
hour of sorrow. I proposed that we should return 
home ; but I was overruled. There was a secret, I 
might almost say a magic, power of attraction in Viola 
Sichiey, that was felt and acknowledged by all who 
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came witliin the sphere of its influence, and by none 
more than Ladj Sarah Herbert. Day by day she be- 
came more attached to Viola. She declared she could 
not part with her ; and she wrote so warmly on the 
subject to Mrs. Sidney, that the latter, only too grati- 
fied to find her daughter loved and appreciated by those 
who would shortly be so nearly connected with her, 
gave a full and unqualified consent, that Viola should 
remain at Turretcliff until Lord Glenalbert's return. 

Nearly three months elapsed before that event took 
place ; and, prior to it, the Christmas party had one 
by one dispersed, only Mr. Lyndham.stfll lingered on 
— and Lady Sarah Herbert, woman of the world 

ofi though she was, perceived nought of this. Perhaps I 

jfj ought to have written to Mr. or Mrs. Sidney ; but 

what recital had I to give ? and of whom should it 
be given ? Viola never even spoke of Mr. Lynd- 
ham to me, neither did she ever walk with him or 
see him alone. Their conversation was always on 
general subjects — on literary topics, &c. I had no 
data to go upon — ^nothing tangible, nothing that I 
could fasten on. Mine were vague notions, shadowy 
suspicions ; vain would have "been my endeavours to 
impart them to another. Even when I paused for 
one moment, to analyse them, they seemed to me like 
the " baseless fabric of a vision, which leaves not a rack 
behind ; " then did I look on them as idle fears — ^then 
did I think they arose only fi'ommy little knowledge 
of the world — ^then, too did 1 despise myself for imagin- 
ing, even for one short moment, that Viola Sickiey 
could be capable of aught that hovered on dissimu- 
lation or treachery. But again and again they re- 
curred, they haunted, beset me, waylaid me, like 
some ghastly spectre, which, to our distempered fancy, 
oft seems, with " baleful eyes," to glare upon us in the 
watches of the night ; — vainly we struggle and wrestle 
with the phantom, for still it prevails, and still obtrudes 
its hateful image. 

p 



66 'tis xk old talx, 

But A few pageB of Mise Sidney'sjoumal, now lying 
before me, blotted with ber tears, and in inanj ^aces so 
soorehedy as to be utterly illegible, will give a &r 
better insight into that period than whole rolumes 
fiom mjf pen. They may, perhaps, serte to show tiie 
peculiar stamp of ber character, whi<^ I feel I sbouid 
meffeetually attempt to portray. 

Oh ! tiiere is noliiing like a journal for layii^ bare 
the mechanism of the mind — the secret workings of 
the soul. It HI OSBT memory's floodgate — ^^ our oracle, 
our other sel^ our counsel's consistory." Secs^t as 
the grave, it halii no yenomed babbling tongae, to 
wound us with ftlse cozening reports ; it may not plsjr 
tiie traitor to our secret thoughts. Friendship can be 
but a fidnit type of it ; for, even from our dearest fii^id, 
there are sentiments we veil and secrets we conceal. 
iTnwittingly, tmcomsciously we give a tone to the 
roioe, a colour to the action, which at once inrests it 
with a Ught not its own ; but, in these written solilo- 
quies, these communings of the soul with herself, we 
aire at least sioc^^e — we describe ourselves, we paint 
our fedl^s, as fearlessly and impartially as it is giv^n 
to us to know them. There is a beautiful eastern 
proverb, that " the daughter of the voice is far better 
than the son of the i^ ;" and tmly, at any time, I 
would rather hear my friend talk, l^an receive from 
him or her the best-fiued sheet of paper that ever was 
penned ; but the people of Syria could never have kept 
a journal, or they would have discovered that there are 
times when the " son of the ink is far better than the 
daughter of the voice.'* 



AKD OFTEK TOI.I). 67 



^m: 



CHAPTER X, 

EXTRACTS FROM MISS SIDNEY'S JOURNAL. 



''A strange dissembling sex we women are ; 
Well may we men, when we ourselves, deceive. 



»f 



Oh t that oar lives, which flee so fast. 

In purity- were such, 
That not an image of the past 

Should fear that pencil's touch. 

WOEDSWOKTH. 

DucEMBSB 26th. A day of consnltatioii, of diB- 
quiet, of preparation for the ball. It went off well. 
Mr. Herbert and his fiiend Mr. Lyndham, after 
haying been expected all day, came in very late, 
owing to disasters on the road. Mr. Herbert stuns 
m&-—he is so vociferous; besides, he nerer says a 
good thing, or what he means for such, but he 
pauses for you to chorus it with a laugh* Now, 
this is intolerable. I cannot lau^h upon compul- 
sion — the very knowledge that it is expected mm 
me, at once cUyests me of the inclination. Mr. Lynd- 
ham I do not quite understand ; he is different to any 
person I eyer met with. Query, Is his manner natural, 
or affected ? K the latter, he is to me singularly re- 
Tolting. Of all the petty manoeuyres for gaining no- 
toriety, this same preyailing puppyism of feigning 
eccentricity is, I thmk the most insupportable.' If 
Mr. Lyndham does not fall into this error, he has an 
originality of manner which I Hke, and I rejoice that 
I hay e met with him . I wish Lord Glenalbert had been 
at the ball. I braided my hair as he best likes it. 

r 2 



68 'tis an old tale, 

December 27th. I sought cousin Dorothy at an 
early hour this morning, but found that the last 
night's dissipation had been too much for her. She 
was suffering frora a violent headache, and declared 
her inabilil^ to walk ; so I wandered alone on the sea- 
shore. O now refireshing were the cool breezes after 
the feverish heat and glare of the ball-room ! I walked 
beneath those beetling cliffs whose toppling crags and 
crumbling summits seemed to tell a tale of '* vaulting 
ambition that o'erleaps itself." I walked on with my 
bonnet in my hand, my hair waving in the wind, my 
blood bounding in my veins ; and, as the snowy spray 
came drifting m my face, I experienced that thrilling 
conviction of buoyant, springy existence which the 
sea-breeze alone can give. I walked along that pebbly 
strand, and I mused till my brain ached, and thought 
became lofty, and imagination winged her flight into 
. the " dream-land of poetry." I thought of the forlorn 
feeling of heart-broken desolation with which the 
daughter of Minos, the lone Ariadne, watched, from 
her sea-girt island, the swiftly receding sail of the 
false-hearted Theseus, and I thought how, in anguish 
of mind dnd weariness of spirit, she must, from day to 
day, have strained that achmg gaze in vain expectation 
of her lover's return ; and I marvelled that those who 
had once loved, and plighted their faith, could ever be 
guiltv of the black sin of infidelity. Memory wan- 
dered into the cavernous recesses of the past, and I 
strove to pierce the dim vista of futurity ; and I longed 
for Surrey's mirror, as images many and various came 
crowding o'er my bewildered fancy, shadowy and 
indistinct as erst appeared the speclre monarchs to 
the conscience-stricken usurper. In these moments, 
it seemed to me that my soul was striving to free 
itself from the manacles that fetter it to earth. Dear 
to me is the ocean in all its fitful moods, and wild 
varieties. I love it when it sends forth its filmy spray, 
sparkling in the sunbeams, like some lavish monarch 
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in gorgeous Oriental tale, flinging pearls and rabies 
around him. I love it, too, when not a ripple disturbs 
its clear expanse, and it reposes in stilly slumber 
beneath the fond guardianship of the pale-eyed moon, 
who looks down intently on it with her cahn, thought* 
ful gaze, like a young Madonna watching o'er the 
placid sleep of inmncy : but better still I love it, albeit 
that love is mineled with awe, when yiewed, asto-da;^, 
in its wild subumity of roar and tempest, when it 
comes bounding on like a war-horse, who " snuffii 
the battle a&r off;" or when wave rashes after waye, 
like some hard task-master goading and lashing into 
frenzy his helpless victim. The triumph of the strong 
over the wei^ all the world oyer. Had I been a 
pagan, Neptune would have been the Gk>d of my adoia- 
tion; yet why do the poets and painters represent 
the ocean deif^ as a young man witn hair black as the 
raven's wing ? Surely he should be wrinkled and far- 
rowed as is the '^ ribbed sea-sand ;" his beard should 
be white as ocean's foam ; he should be seated in a 
light bark of mother-of-pearl ; a crown of coral on his 
head ; his trident richly ornamented with sparry gems ; 
his mantle of sea-green shot with bloe, and stodded 
o'er with the glistering scales of his &my sulgeett. 
Thus would I haye the ocean monarch painted. In 
the eyening we had music ; Mr. Lyndluun sang, — 1 
like his voice much : I like his oonyersation too* We 
all retired early, being knocked up by oar last night's 
dissipation. 

December 28th. A day so undeniably wet and 
stormy, that even the gentlemen could not move oat : 
so it was settled we should all meet in the library 
after breakfiut, and that each should contribute his or 
her quota to the general amusement. I meditated 
making my escape to my own apartment, as did also 
cousin Dorothy, but they had recourse to the vi et 
amis system, and we " force perforce" remained. Oh ! 
what shrieking, shouting, romping, laughing. Every 
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game that eyer was inrented to exoreise the de- 
mon emmi we had recourse to in suocession. £yen. 
SOT cousin DoTothj was pressed into the service, 
ow bewildered she looked^ and how invariably she 
blurted out wrong answers, and blundered through all* 
Her mistakes were provocatire of superabundant 
merriment. Dear cousin Dorat^ j ! her singleness of 
heart;, benignant disposition, rare sympathy, and un- 
failing self-denial, render her the denght and acdace of 
all who are blessed with her acquaintance** 

E?en Mr. Lyndham pretermitfced his usual gmvity, 
and was as thoughtlesaly gay as a sdiool-boy in the 
htdidays, — as my own aear brother Dick. At length, 
exhausted with all these tumultuous proceedings, we 
had recourse to the quieter pastime of caricaturing 
each other's &ee8 ; for the most pact they were vile 
daubs, yet Mr. Lyndham's sketch of me was univer- 
sally pronounced to be exceedingly like. I'll a^ him 
for it, and give it to Qlenalbc^. The ^orm which 
had been brewing all the evening rose furiously 
during the night. I trembled lest Lord Glenalbert 
should be on his voyage homewards. It was ndrk 
midnight, and all around me were hushed in thdr 
first deep slumber, typical of the dreamless repose of 
the grave, which, to the sleepers, shall be perchance 
but as countless nights " rolled into one*" 

This is indeed the season when the wild elements 
keep their mad carnival. The red lightning glared 
through the leaden masses of cloud, like the heated 
flush on the duU £ftce of ebrietv, and the shrill wind 
stormed and raved hke the wakeful dame who waits 
the bacchanal's return. 

At length the genius of the tempest '^ plucked his 
magic garment" from him — ^the thunder came rolling 

* Alaal Viola looked at me through the radiant prism of 
devoted affection, which evermore throv^s its own bright 
hnes on all seen through its flattering medinm. — Note bt 

DOBOTHT. 
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OSL vith a subdued Toiee^ no louder tiian tiia muffled 
dnun tbafc soniidB ita reqoiem o'er a Mddier^a gnve; 
then, in that elemental paoaey did mj qoiduaied ear 
eaiich the brief shot of Hie ^ distieBs gun," imploEiiig 
the aid whi(^ none had power to render. Alaa^ fat 
the Hying ciew, aa shot after ahot ia fired in vain; 
and they, the doomed, await tiieir £iite in paMsre^ 
unAYailing agony. 
For woddfl I wonld not pan aootiier audi m^oiL 
Peoember 29tk I rose eadj ihia morning, and 
found the ooast lined with people. The aea alall 
heaved and swelled with the ag&ation of the laafc 
night's atoiBL Mj ears had not deceiTedme; a yessel 
had been wrecked during the night, as a qoantitj of 
beams, casks, and planks (which the wsrea had east 
upon a neighbonruig rock) too plainly showed. The 
wreck was recognised as being that of a ship wluch 
had left the neighboucing port some few montha 
since, aud was doubtless homeward-bound at the time 
when she was driyen among the rocks; and soon aciy 
arose amongst the people assembled on the shoi^ that 
a black sped^ now first seen at a distance floating on 
the waves, must be the body of a man : none hesitated 
to affirm that life had been long extinct, and yet 
unparalleled were the exertions of the men, aided by 
Mr. Lyndham and others of our party, to faring the 
corpse to shore. No open boat could liaye lived in 
such a sea ; and, therefore, they were foreed to wait 
imtil the waves should propel it towards the strand. 
The women crowded round with pale, anxious faces, 
each dreading lest, in that corpse, she should recog- 
nise the livid remains of a husrand, or son, or brother, 
-*-and strenuously did they ineite the men, by prayers 
and tears, to bring the body to land, that it might at 
least ^' have Christian burial," — -whilst every nerve was 
strained in agony, and every pulse was quivering with 
agitation ; and bravely did sailers and men peiu their 
lives, as they rushed mto the surf, — ^now breasting the 



72 *TIB AS OLD Ti^LE, 

racing rea — ^now beaten back by the waves — ^now 
reaoubling their efforts. It was all in vain: the 
receding billows proved too strong for them. I con- 
fess I could not understand the cry of agony that 
arose from amongst the bvstanders, as the body was 
again carried out to sea — ^&r, far beyond our k^ for 
I thought, would not that corpse repose as tranquilly 
in ocean's caves as in a vaulted sepulchre ; and I asked, 
is not that fathomless abyss as fitting a chamel-house 
as the darkest chamber cloven in the profoundest 
recesses of earth's rent bosom? and involuntarily 
I repeated to myself that thrilling verse of " Bevela- 
tion :" " and the sea gave up the dead which were in 
it," &c. 

The morning's adventure had made us all trUte ; 
and our evening party was somewhat thinned, owing 
to simdry colds and chills caught by standing on the 
beach. It is really pitiable to see Lord John Littlewit 
and Mr. !Frank Herbert. They yawn, and sigh, and 
look so unutterably forlorn. I cannot laugh at them 
as others do, — I think it a curse to be so dependent 
on foreign resources and artificial excitement. 

" O IcMst to virtue, lout to manly thought, 
, Lost to the noble sallies of the soul, 

Who think it solitude to be alone. 

Gommunion sweet ! communion large and high. 

Our reason, guardian angel and our Grod ! 

Then nearest these, when others most remote ; 

And all ere lona; shall be remote but these ; 

How dreadful then to meet them all alone, 

A stranger ! unacknowledged — ^unapproved !" 

December 30th. Another wet morning. Lord 
John — to borrow his own choice phraseology — " could 
not stand it an^ longer." So he is ofi*. How disap* 
pointed that fiur girl, Lady Emmeline, looked when he 
signified his intention of leaving. Both she and her 
mother evidently expected that he would have pro- 
posed ; — and so he ought, — ^he has been fiirting moat 
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flagrantly. However, I don't imagine Lady Emmeline 
will brei^ her heart ; even before the breakfast was 
fairly over, she had commenced a most promising 
flirtation with Mr. Herbert ; but her vigilant mamma 
peered over her spectacles, as much as to say, ''that 
won't do." When Lord John Littlewit was flirting 
with her daughter, the countess always seemed to me 
to be blessed with most convenient fits of abstraction. 
These heartless ^people, and their heartless proceed- 
ings, disquiet me far more than in reason they ought 
to do. Mr. Lyndham, at Lady Sarah's earnest request, 
read some of'^ his poetry aloud : perhaps it is some- 
what too sad, too morbid, throwing as it does a dark 
veil over the Mrest and brightest of Heaven's gifl;s ; 
yet I could not choose but like it. He says, he does 
not contemplate publishing, but I doubt, — I doubt ; 
the aura popularis blows softly and fragrantly on the 
poet's fevered brow, and few there are who do not 
court its breezes. 

December 31st. Spent the morning in my room, 
writing to Lord Olenalbert, and, accor£ng to my pro- 
mise, transcribed several pages of this journal ; but I 
was oblige*d to omit the storm, and many other pas- 
sages, as he would, I know, declare that such converse 
is too lofty for him. How provoldnc; this is, and how 
I wish he had only a slight tinct of Mr. Lyndham's 
exuberant fancy ! — ^but then he has so many good and 
|;reat qualities. Yes, I am thrice blessed m bis love ; 
it will indeed be my own fault if I am not a happry 
woman. I accompanied Lady Sarah in her drive this 
afternoon; she is a kind-hearted, excellent person, 
although as a friend, an intellectual companion, she 
can never be to me what Dorothy is. Lady Sarah 
spoke with heartfelt grief of her daughter's deplorable 
want of energy. It is indeed sad to contempkte this 
mental lethargy. 

January 1st. A letter from Lord Olenalbert ! 
This is beginning the new year well. It was delivered 
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to me at break&si; ; md I had to imderffo manifidd 

w<»ii wittiebais aad missish pleasantrieB trom Helen 

Pa^, which I bore without wincing. Glenalb^'s 

letter ifl woithj of him ; hind, generouB, confidiAg. 
• • * • • 

Eor some days after the receipt of this lett« 
Miss Sidney passed her .time m h^ own apartment; 
and her journaL is dbiefly filled with a Ust of the books 
she lead, and her remarks l^reon. They are beautinl 
— ^they are likewise true ; and might, Z think, serve as 
models for criticisms, since h is ideas rather than 
worda on which she dilates ; n^her does ^e appear 
to be ever thinking of the 1702? popuM, the effect that 
the particular passage may have on the majority ; but 
she ^des by heTo^ instinctive taste, wEiob, to me 
at least, seems to lead her afc once to the v^ry source 
of grace and harmony. The next day I find marked 
is: 

January 15th. As nearly all our party leave us to* 
morrow, it was voted, nem, con* that we should^mamo- 
rialize this our last day by some signal exploit After 
an almost interminable discussicm as to our '^ where* 
abouts,'' the majority, as in more important matters, 
carried the day ; and it was settled that we should 
visit the ruins of an old abbey situated about sis 
miles fiN)m Tuireteliff. Borne were to go ia osrriagea 
and some on horseback ; but when I mentioned my 
intuition of joising the equestrian detaohmesit, cousm 
DiMTothy, to my unutterable surprise, ^itreated that I 
would accompany her in the carriage, as the weather 
was severe. In vain I assured her that I never vTfia 
cold on horseback ; thal^ on the contrary, I waA always 
shivering inside a carriage: she was impracticable; 
indeed she seemed so very axodous, and cdie is alwaya 
so ready to promote my pleasure at the expense of her 
own, that it would have been most ungracious in me 
to refuse her. Mr. Lyndham rode by the carriage, 
but cousin Dorothy had the face-ache, so, the glasaea 
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htmg upf we had little or no conTerasiiaiL ; I mean 
wiidk liim, for there was no lack of diaiogae or rather 
numologae inside the carnage. Our parUe quorree 
confidated of Sarothy^ who was more than nsnaUjr 
silent (I sappose, poor iiiingv she was suffering from 
her £iee-adie) ; of Miss Herhert, who never opened 
her mont^ except to slide in a sandwich or slide out a 
yawn; of mys^, ^o did my possible to listen to Mr. 
Towers, who, swathed in fiirs and elaaked up to the 
eyes, had prodentialty petitKmed for the yacantseat 
in onr carriage. 

TJpon him then derolyed the task of famishing 
forth our intellectual banquet ; and, to do him justioey 
he acquitted himself right Taliantly; no^ inrolTing 
himseu and his hearers'in all the mioses of a tedious 
disquisi^m, now en^aTouiing, with inyincible pa- 
tience, to ehicidate the scholastic distinction between 
metaphysical and physical mental philosophy; but 
here we peteeiYed, wini disnay, that he had got rather 
beyond ms depth, and he was floundering about in 
hopelees perplexity, when he suddenly recollected that 
BUi^ topics were rather beyond a lady's comprehen- 
sio^ and fbrthwxtii, he was about to discuss the 
lighter and more interesting subjects of ^^ animal 
organization^" as distinguished from ^' spiritual oorpo« 
reSy," when the whole cavalcade paused and we were 
called on to alight. (Oh! what a congested repertory 
cS sayourlesB £icte and useless theories is that man's 
brain, thought I). We descaided firom the carnage ; 
Mr. Lyndham had dismounted, and was, I am sure^ 
ooming^ towards us, when Mr. Towers grasped my 
arm, linked it within his, and, seizing Dorothy, began 
mounting the hill at eight miles an hour; it was 
enough to tire down a hara I begged him to halt, 
as we were out-walking our party, and I felt sure 
poor Dorothy ' could scarcely keep pace with his 
gigantic strides ; but he declared he considered it a 
point of honour that we should be the first to arrive 
at the abbey : and as Dorothy, to my no little asto- 
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nishment, declared that the extreme rigour of the da^r 
made the brisk motion delightful to her, it only 
remained for me to submit to mj fate. Notwith* 
standing the speed at which we walked, Mr. Towers 
managed to resume his luminous dissertation. (What 
lungs the man must have !) JSTow, I like " peripatetic 

philosophy" well enough, when I can walk 

away firom it ; but in tms case that was quite impos- 
sible ; he kept a vigilant eye upon us ; there was no 
escaping him. Mr. Towers is an inflated piece of 
pomposilr, but he has the reputation here of being a 
rery intelligent person. Certes, there is nothing iS^e 
a reputation, good, bad, or indifferent : this is incon- 
testable. The abbey was a glorious sight, and amply 
compensated for the tedium of the drive ; white as it 
was with the fanciful crystallization of the hoar-frost, 
and glittering in the mid-day sun, the ruin looked 
like a fairy buildins sparkling with jewels; whilst 
from the arched roof the pendent icicles showed like 
drops of gorgeous chandehers, only that, as it is with 
all nature's workmanship, in brilliancy of colouring^ 
they &r exceeded art's most elaborate performance. 
But keenly did I feel the truth of that notable obser- 
vation, " how different is the being shown over a place, 
to silently for ourselves detecting the genius of it !" 
for here— where I could have wandered for ever, 
thinking on bygone days, when these old walls were 
vocal with the praise of Gt)d, — when at mom, at noon, 
at even, av, and at solemn midnight too, the devotees 
gave forth their choral symphonies; when these 
crumbUng cells were tenanted by those whose ^'places 
know them no more;" when the stern bigot, the 
unbending ascetic, the rapt quietist, the deluded 
mystic, the inflated enthusiast, the sated voluptuary, 
and self-gnawing misanthrope, mingled with the de*. 
voted saint, the sincere penitent, the incipient martyr,, 
and the self-denying follower of a crucified Saviour ;. 
— ^here, too, where I longed for some solitary nook,. 
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where I might give vent to my surcharged feelings in 
those triumphant lines ofWordsworth : 

* "And who that walks where men of ancient days 

Have wrought with god-like arm the deeds of praise. 
Feels not the spirit of the place control ; 
Exalt and agitate his labouring soul." 

Here likewise, where I could have dwelt on those 
jet more solemn and more appropriate lines firom the 
same gifted bard.f 

" Ah, what a warning for a thonghtless man, 
Could field, or groTe, or any spot of earth, 
Show to his eye an image of the pangs 
Which it hath witnessed ; render hack an echo 
Of the sad steps by which it hath been trod." 

Here was I forced to listen to an architectural 
lecture on transepts and groins, architraves, mullions, 
lanceolated windows and fretted roofs ; all this, endur- 
able enough in its way, and which, in a well-preserved 
cathedral, I should have thought sufficiently edifying, 
but wliich struck me as being terribly misplaced in 
that " ruin, wild and hoary." Mr. Towers was 
indeed most ruthless! He led us up break-neck 
staircases, and over crumbling galleries, where a fly 
could Bcarceh' have kept its footing, and where I saw 
that poor Dorothy (who is ce^ainly guiltless of 
trenching on the masculine prerogative of courage) 
was well nigh sick with terror — still she went perse- 
veringly on ; she would not confess that she was at all 
giddy, although I am confident her head swam round, 

* We question much whether the poem from which these 
lines are quoted could haye been published at the time Miss 
Sidney wrote her journal. — ^Ed. 

f Meihinks this poet has steeped has pen in the Helicon, at the 
very spot where the stream (after flinging itself over rook and 
barrier, churning and foaming as it goes, heated and polluted 
through its mad course) descends into the valley filtered from 
every impurity, alluviating and enamelling the verdant prairies, 
■and makmg sweet music as it fiows. — ^Notb bt Dobotht. 
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and I saw her cling most yigoionslj' to our doenme* 
I felt, too, that Mr. Towera' elaborate disquiaitions 
must be very wearisome to Dorothy, who, albeit an 
enthusiastic admirer of nature, never troubles herself 
with the bare technicalities of science ; yet had she 
the grace to appear really interested, and contrived, 
every now and then, to slide in a remark more or less 
to the purpose. I never knew her so provokingly 
intelligent, wMlflt I was troubled with Ealsta^s 
malady, '^ the malady of not marking, the disease of 
not listening." At. length our penlous survey was 
finished. ^ The force of ' prosing ' oouM no mrther 
go," and Mr. Towers proposed we should join the rest 
of the party: we found them scattered in various 
directions. Some few, having discovered an echo, 
were exercising their lungs, singing, shouting, laugh- 
iDg, and, by a happily devised piece of gallantar, were 
caSing on the names of the ladies : Mr. Erank Herbert, 
in particular, was lustily exclaiming, '^Miss Page, do 
you love me, — ^will you not say yes P" and when the 
echo, taking up the last word, said ** yes," Miss Page 
clapped her hands, and vowed it was a very saucy echo 
to presume to answer for her. 

Others were prowling about what had once been 
the refectory and kitchen, declaring th^ were famished, 
and doubting not but they shomd mid a cobwebby 
flagon of wme, or mouldy pasty. When was there 
ever yet a party of pleasure who did not complain of 
being ravenously hungry ; although, as in our case, 
they may, just previously to leaving home, have taken 
a most substantial luncheon? Others again (and 
thesb were gentlemen) had discovered a subterranean 
passage, and with many emphatic nods, shrugs, and 
winks, were marvelling '^how &r off was tl»e next 
nunnery," and venting manifold witticisms as to 
" those monks being sad dogs," &c. 

The young ladies were, for the most part, indulging 
in divers rluipsodies, ecstasies, and s^itimentalities, 
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which (but I would not impugn their smceritf) ap» 
peared somewhat oTer-strained and exae^gerated ; Lady 
Emmeline and Miss Iiby were qnotmg Byron and 
Moore, not, as I thought, very mpoaitefy; and Miss 
Garew (alas, for the bfS^hos !) decLved it was tiie yery 
place for a pio-nic. One young lady, in especial, had 
ventored on a most imposing duplay ; *she had laJten 
out her sketch-book and was diligenlily cimying the 
n(Hrth-east side of the abbey ; this, too, in defiance d[ 
the *^ mde breath" of the keen north-east wind, which 
was Mowing fall upon her. Poor tiling! how her 
fingers must ha^e a<^ed. 

All this t^me Mr. Ljrndham kept most prorokingly 
aloof, — a tiresome practice of his, when I happened ta 
hare any other cavalier near me. 

On our way to the carriage, he joined us for a few 
minutes. He asked wheth^ we had seen the view 
from the east turret; I answered in iiie negative, and, 
at ihe same time, warrnhp- exprefBsed my hoasior of 
going en maue to visit places of tMs kind. Mr. 
Lyndhaan inmiediately proposed t^iat I idiould fix 
another day lor seeing the abbey, accompanied only by 
cousin Dorothy, or Lady Sarah Herbert ; and, at the 
same time, he solicited permission to act as our escort 
on the occasion. I was enchanted, and he repeated 
the proposition to Dorothy; but i^e answered, I 
thought rather coolly, that she did not bdliere we 
should staj long enough at Turretdiff to put the plan 
in execution : and yet it was but the other day I 
received my mother's permission to remain until 
Glenalberfc's return, and there appears small prospect 
of this at presents I never Dofore knew cousin 
Dorothy object to aught that could give pleasure to 
any human being, however much it might be to her 
own discomfort. I don*t quite think she likes Mr, 
Lyndham, — ^it is cousin Dorothy's only fault ; she is 
apt to form hasi^ opinions ; and when once she has 
imbibed a prejudice, remonstrances, exhortations, per- 
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Buasions, are not of the slightest avail, — ^there is no 
dislodghig it. 

As I stood by the window this evening looking at 
the stars, which came forth one by one from their 
secret haunts, and hung their " blazing cressets " in the 
clear frosty sk^, as though they were illuminating for 
some rare festival, a thought struck me. Can Dorothy 
object to my conversing so much with Mr. Lyndham P 
This would be too absurd. Do we not perfectly un- 
derstand each other ? Was not Mr. Lyndham, from 
the very first moment of my introduction to him, 
acquainted with my engagement with Glenalbert? 
Cannot a man talk to a woman, but he must, of 
necessity, be in love with her ? Surely Dorothy can- 
not have any fears on my account. I should be base, 
indeed, if I could deceive GHenalbert — ^if I could be- 
tray such fond, trusting love. Mr. Lyndham is neither 
more nor less to me thsua a friend, or rather an -agreeable 
companion ; we have many tastes, many sentiments 
in common. Is it not La Bruyere — ^than whom man 
never better knew his fellow-men, laying bare their 
secret failings with his keen scalpel, and then, with 
bitter satire, cauterizing the wounds he has made, — 
is it not this great master of human nature who says, 
*^ L'amitie pent bien subsister entre des gens de 
diffl^rens sexes pourvu que Tun ou Tautre ait le coeur 
preoccupy ?" Why then should I not fearlessly con- 
verse with Mr. Lyndham ? 

Jan. 16. A letter from Lord Glenalbert ; the first I 
have received for some time, owing to the tempestuous 
state of the weather. In what wretched spirits he 
writes ! His sister still continues alarmingly ill, and 
he cannot leave her. This delay seems to render him 
very miserable. I am quite grieved for him. He 
bids me tell Mr. Lyndham that he hopes to make his 
acquaintance on his return to England. I am glad of 
this ; we will ask him to stay with us in the country, 
and, by-and-by, he shall marry Margaret. How ad- 
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mirably will her exuberant spirits contrast with his 
•quiet elegance ! It will be like light and shadow in a 

fine pictiue. 

* # * • 

The paper is here very much scorched, and there 
are seyeraL pages destroyed. I find a fragment as 
follows : — 

Eebruarj 2nd. I haye been remiss in keeping my 
journal. I cannot find out when last I wrote to 
Glei^bert, but he complains of my long silence. 
His sister, however, is better, and they contemplate 
returning ; so I shall shortly be able to make my 
peace. I do not think I shaU find him very im- 
placable. 

* # • • 

Again I find a fragment, but the date is burnt off ^^ 

That burst of patriotic feeling on his part, waa 

^worthy of Burke in his palmy £iys. Now know I 

what Milton means when he says, " Song charms the 

sense, but eloquence the soul." 

* • # • 

Yes there is a meeting of souls ; there is some- 
thing in being understood, — in finding a kindred 
mind, and echo of one's being, thoughts, words. 

Eebruary 29th. Alas ! I am not what I was. I 
dare not think. SoHtude is irksome to me. I am 
not satisfied with myself Dorothy, too, haunts me ; 
she clings to me like my shadow. The " old man of 
the sea" was not more pertinaciously adhesive ; and 
yet perhaps she is right. 1 will not pause to aualyze 

my feelings ; I will not write ;. I wiU not think. 

* # • # 

March 1st. ^' In less than a week I shall be with 
you, dearest Viola." • . . , The letter is yet before 
me . « . , I have not read further .... My 
dazzled sightrefuses to aid me . « • * Why does mj 

a 
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heart beat thus P Why do a thousand pulses throb 
in agony ? Why fill my eyes with tears ? ... Is this 
joy ? Is this the feeling with which I should greet 
him after so long an absence .... him to whom but 
a short while since, I plighted my faith P . . . . 

Friend! lover! husband! Ah, that word! How 
shall I learn to veil each thought, to school each 
glance, to feign the love I cannot feel ; and whilst 
** dry sorrow drinks my blood," must I plunge into 
the vortex of dissipation, be whirled along by the 
giddy throng, and baffle the " lidless dragon eyes " of 
keen suspicion, by the ready smile and heedless jest ; 
or, w(»^9e, shall I live to dread that my sleeping 
thoughts should play the traitor to my waking dreams r 
. . . . O dread conjunction ! indissoluble union, that 
shall endure for days, weeks, months, for life, for 
ever! 

Bay and night never, never separated! This is 
the twant's real device ; the other was but an allegory, 
a fable ; this is the pulseless, livid corpse, bound to the 
breathing, animated being. 

Alas! how heavily wiU the coronet press on my 

aching brow ! . . . . Where am I ? What have I 

been saying ? . . . . I will rouse myself. Worlds 

should not tempt me to pierce with sorrow that noble 

confiding heart. ... I wiH go forth, and greet him 

with the love he so well deserves. I will forget all 

that has passed since last we met It was but a 

ghastly hideous dream. 

I am awake now. 

# • * * 

March 3rd. Alas ! alas ! why is my harp unstrung P 
discord in every tone! A fitting emblem of my 
jarring soul, where once sweet harmony did reign. 
Why do these books, whose varied lays were wont to 
chase the hours away, beguile me now no more P and 
why, oh why, am I so changed, that duty stands like 
a gaunt spectre, in my way, and with her monitory 
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finger points to my onward path, and still I heed her 
not p whilst, loud as the sound of booming waters, I 
hear her hoarse voice, £ar above the din of angry- 
passions, waging strange conflict in my breast ; and 
yet I madly close my eyes, my ears, and hug my 
fetters tighter to me. 

O that I could shake off this deadly incubus, that 
weighs me to the ground — ^this leaden load, which 

checks my respiration! 

* * * * 

Here the journal finishes ; the remaining pages are 
wanting. 



CHAPTEE XL 

There was a laughing devil in his sneer, 
That raised emotions both of rage and fear ; 
And where his frown of hatred darkly fell, 
Hope, withering fled, and mercy sighed fiurewell. 

Btbok. 

Had we neyer loyed so kindly. 
Had we never loyed so blindly, 
Neyer met, or neyer parted, 
We had ne'er been broken-hearted. 

BUBVS. 

. Mbs. Sidket wrote to us, urging our instant return ; 
she wished Viola to be in London to greet the 
countess and her family on their arrival. From the 
moment of receiving tins letter, I never left Viola : I 
indeed clung to her like her shadow. I had not then 
seen her journal, yet was my anxiety intensely great ; 
above all, I dreaded a parting scene. On Mr. 
Lyndham I placed not the smaUest reliance ; I saw 
tn^t he was irretrievably in love with Viola : indeed, 
he scarcely now strove to conceal it. I believed 
him selfish: I felt that, could he be but certain, his 

ft 2 
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loye was requited, he would burst all restramts — 
sacrifice Glenalbert — ^bring odium on Viola — and in- 
troduce sorrow and dismay into what had hitherto 
been an abode of peace. 

The last day of our residence at Turretdiff arrived. 
We had traveued thither in Mr. Sidney's baroudiey 
but our long absence had rendered it necessary that 
the carriage should be sent back, for Mrs. Sidn^'s 
use. We had become greatly enlightened since our resi- 
dence at Turretcliff ; and amongst other notable dis- 
ooveiies, we had learned that two ladies might travel 
inside a stage-coach without incurring any very fear- 
ful anathema; so it was arranged that we should 

return by the public vehicle, which would leave 

at six o'clock the next morning. I did not go to bed 
that night, in order that I might be the first to make 
my appearance on the morrow. I saw the boxes corded, 
the packages arranged, that there might be nothing 
lefb to detain me in the morning ; and accordingly, at 
a little before five, I was in the break&^t-room ; but 
early as I was, I found Mr. Lyndham there before me. 
Never shall I forget the convulsive start he gave, the 
withering look he cast upon me, as I entered the 
apartment. He turned pale, and a livid hue encircled 
his mouth, — that surest sign of deadly concentrated 
rage. I literally quailed before him ; my knees tot- 
tered ; 1 1008 afraid of that man. He did not address 
me, but took up a book ; I followed his e:nanple. 
Suddenly he dashed his volume to the ground-^*- 
stamped vehemently on the flooz^— and, as he hurriedly 
the apartment to and fro, I heard him mutter 
etween his clenched teeth, ^^ accursed harpy, supers 
annuated coquette, withered old hag," and sinular 
endearing epithets. Still I did not retreat ; I feigned 
as though I were absorbed in my book ; but in&iite 
was my relief when the door opened, and Lady Sarah 
entered. This was, indeed, an unwonted exertion (m 
her part, as we had never seen her out of her room 
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before inid*4aj'. I had done injustice to YiolA, for 
jnst as we were seating ourselves at the break&st- 
table, we received a message from her, entreating that 
she might have coffee sent to her own apartment. 
Mr. Lyndham here suddenly rose &om the table, and 
Lady Sarah, unobservant as she usually was, looked 
up, and said, 

" Are you ill, Mr. Lyndham ? " 

" Slightly, very slightlv. Madam," he replied, and 
then, in a species of reckless frenzy, btprst forth into 
the old Scotch song of 

** Up in the monung 's na for me. 
Up in the morning early, 
I'd rather watch a winter's night. 
Than riee in the monung early." 

There was a harsh dissonance in his voice (usually 
so rich and mellow) that scared me. Lady Sarah 
looked thunderstruck ; but aft^ a pause, she said, in 
alightbanteringtone: 

" Now, Mr. Lyndham, in return for your old song, 
I'll give yon an old saw, ' Don't sing before breakfast, 
lest yon weep before night ;' but^ indeed, you do look 

He threw open his coat. "I <wpi ill," he cried, 

" stifled, oppressed ; I must have air air ■ " and 

he rushed from the apartment. 

I thought this omy a ruse, and that he meant to 
intercept Viola on her way &om her own apartment to 
the carriage. I therefore hastily swallowed a cup of 
tea, and was preparing to follow him, in order that I 
might defeat his purpose, when Lady Sarah, laying 
her hand on my arm, said, '^ Do you biow I am rath^ 
uneasy about Mr. Lyndham ; he is certainly a very 
delightful person, but I fear, like too many geniuses, 
his brain is slightly singed. You understand me — 
a little touched here (and she pointed significantly 
to her forehead). He starts so violently when he is 
addressed; and my maid tells me, that sne hcNurs him^ 
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at night, pacins up and down his apartment with no 
fairy tread. When I taxed him with this enormity, 
he said it was the only time that he felt inclined for 
stady or composition; but it really must be very 
hurtliil, thus to depiiye himself of sleep." 

Lady Sarah Herbert's carriage was to take us to 
the nearest post town ; and as I now joyfally espied 
it driving up the avenue, I exclaimed, "We are late; 
I must see after our luggage." 

" How very absurd," said Lady Sarah ; " as if Spring 
or Gbrdner could not take care of your things. 
There is not such a packer as Gardner m the whole 
world." 

" I must go in search of Viola," I exclaimed, irri- 
tated almost to madness, and flew up the stairs. I 
found Miss Sidney ready equipped for travelling. She 
was standing back in the room, so as to be herself 
screened from observation; but she was attentively 
regarding Mr. Lyndham, who was pacing the terrace 
to and &o; only pausing now and then to cast a 
hurried and impatient glance towards the windows 
of her apartment. She olushed deeply on perceiving 
me, and unmediately said, " Are you ready ? " 

" Yes, the carriage is at the door." 

" Is everything in ? " 

" Tes, yes ; make haste, — ^we wait for you." 

Hurriedly she descended the stairs; I followed 
fast. Mr. Lyndham entered at the same moment 
through the garden-door, so as to cross her path. She 
stayed not to greet him, but rushing forward, threw 
herself into Lady Sarah's arms — she clung about her 
neck — she sobbed aloud — she could not speak. 

" 6ood-bye, my own dear Viola," said Lady Sarah, 
in a voice faltering firom emotion ; " I shall be up, if 

Sossible, for the wedding. Write to me when the 
ay is fixed — ^let there be no further procrastination 
— delays are always dangerous : think only what you 
and Glenalberthave already suffered from this tedious 
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Beparation. When next I see you, you may perliaps 
have a greater claim on my adOTection; but, indeed, 
I feel I can never love you better than I do at 
this moment." 

Viola disengaged herself from Lady Sarah's em- 
brace ; her face was buried in her handkerchief; she 
extended her hand to Mr. Lyndham, but it was. 
without looking at him. 

He seized it eagerly, and seemed about to speak, 
but she hurried past him. In another second she 
was in the carriage ; she threw herself into the fiu*- 
thest comer, her face still concealed in the folds of 
her handkerchief; I sprang in after her; I never 
before thought I could have been so very agile. 

Mr. Lyndham rushed to the opposite side of the 
carriage. I called to the driver^ " Go on, go on ; 
we are late." The man obeyed, and we were whirled 
along with all the speed with which two blood 
horses could carry us. 

Mr. Lyndham sprang forward. "Miss Sidney — 
Viola — one word, only one word," I heard him ex- 
claim. I think she heard him too, for a convulsive 
tremor shook her frame. The coachman checked 
his horses ; again I exclaimed, " Go on, go on ; we 
shall be too late for the stage," and again he cracked 
his whip ; the mettled animals seemed to tear up 
the ground. For one fraction of a moment, I saw the 
flgore of a man, hatless, breathless, with dank hair 
felling over his heated brow, striving, might and main, 
to keep pace with us : in vain ! — ^he flagged, he tot- 
tered, and throwing in a rose through the open 
window, vanished from my sight. 

How different was that journey home, from the one 
so lately undertaken on the same road, with the same 
companion. In silence and in sorrow, we travelled 
onwards. Once only did Viola appear to take cog- 
nizance of aught passing around her, and that was 
at the 'first house where we stopped to change 
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harses ; she asked for a glass of water, and hayiiig- 
plaoed the rose therein, onoe more threw herself back 
m the carriage, to indulge her own thoughts ; per- 
chance to contemplate the past with sorrow, the' 
future with dismay. That rose was the second day 
fresh and blooming as at the moment it was gathered ;. 
and Viola, I thought, noted it with pleasure ; !br she 
smiled as she gazed on it ; albeit, her smile flowed 
gloomily, enlightening her {>allid countenance but as 
the meteor emi^tens the wintry sky^ and^ to the eye 
of £mcy, leaves it darker than before* 

Alas ! I reflected, parfcing is the test of lore ; if it 
then ring sterling, it is the genuine ore, and not the 
base counterfeit. 
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Where is the nuddeii of mortal strain 

That may match with the baron of Triermain. 

Soon* 
And all in high baronial pride, 
A life both dull and dignified. 

SOOIT. 

Mbs. Siditex had little time to comment on her 
daa^hter's appearance; she did just say, "I don^t 
think the country air has given you any roses, Viola." 
But Mr. Sidney jocularly obseryed, '^ Mv dear A^ne, 
how can you expect a young lady whose lover is away, 
to look otherwise than pale and thin P Ah ! you see^ 
I've hit it," he continued, afi his daughter blushed 
deeply at these remarks ; ^'however, yiola,your patience 
wilt not be much longer tried: they have had are* 
markably quick passage, and are already at "Doyex i 
we shall see them all to-morrow." 

But not even until the morrow had Viola to wait 
&€ her first interview with Lord Glenalbert ; late that 
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eTening he arrived. I had retired early, fatigued by 
my journey, suffering in body, but far more in mind ; 
I was, therefore, spared this first meeting. It passed 
off without exciting any suspicions in Lord Glenalbert's 
mind ; indeed, his own agitation, his joy, which as Mrs. 
Sidney described it, must, for one usually so cahn and 
collected, have had the appearance of frenzy, would of 
itself have o(»npletely blmded him to any change in 
her demeanour ; but from all that I could gather from 
Mrs. Sidney's rambling details, Yiola had certainly not 
betrayed herself. 

" foot thing!" Biud her mother in oondtision, "she 
looked very shy ; but that of course." 

I think it would have been impossible to meet with 
any person more entirely free from guile and dissimu- 
lation than Lord Glenalbert ; and, like most men of 
noble, genefouB natures, he scarcely dreamed of these 
failings in another ; mistrust to him was a fioledsm in 
language ; suspicion and jealousy were words of which 
he knew not the import. Thus predisposed, was it 
any wonder that he saw only in Yiola's nervous, fiut^ 
t^red, embarrassed manner, augmented proof of her 
uffee&m? 

The countess of Glenalbert now signified her in^ 
tention of waitii^ on us. She came, escorted only 
by her son. I took a huge dii^e to her the minute 
I saw her. She had been a beaul^ in her youth, and 
might still, I suppose, be considered a very fine 
wonmn. There was far more of repelling haughlxness 
tiian of dignity in the expression of her face, and form. 
She was tall and angular, with a slight exaggeration of 
the aquiline nose, jet-black hair, here and tibere varie- 
gated with gray, — a lofty, yet very narrow forehead, 
and prominent staring eyes, that seemed to challenge 
homage and repeet ; but when she addressed her son^ 
tiiat haughty glance rdaxed into one of unuttOTable 
tenderness. Oh ! how fondly, how proudty, did she 
look on him, and yet it seemed to me that somewhal; 
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of reproach and Badness mingled in her gaze, as 
thougn she would have said, " Infatuated young man ! 
how could jou thus demean yourself? Were there 
none in your own ' bright collateral sphere' whom you 
might have wedded, that you must ' abase your eyes' on 
this merchant's daughter ?/' Indeed, I had never seen 
Viola appear to such disadvantage. She was ^gauche 
as a nouvelle riche on her presentation day; stam- 
mered, and changed colour when she was addressed, 
and appeared to me to have even shrunk in stature. 
Lady Glenalbert smiled condescendingly; she took 
Viola's hand encouragingly, bowing her head grace- 
fully and graciously, as a candidate for the East-India 
Direction on his canvass, or an apprehensive member 
of parliament on the eve of a threatened dissolution : 
she even seemed greatly inclined to patronize her. 
Viola Sidney to be patronized ! I thought of that 
first meeting with I^y Sarah Herbert, and could 
have wept with vexation. 

In Lord Glenalbert's eyes, Viola could not look 
ungraceful ; he only felt that the two beings he loved 
best in the world, were now first made acquainted 
with each other ; and, as he gazed on them alternately, 
his countenance beaming with joyous, animated affec- 
tion, I am confident he devoutly acknowledged that 
he had not a wish ungratified. 

There was nothing now to delay the wedding ; it 
was expedited at the earnest request of his youngest 
sister, the Lady Mary Allonby, and was to take place 
early in the ensuing week. I now saw little, very 
little, of Viola; it seemed to me that she rather 
shunned my society, and every moment I had to spare 
I gave to Ladv Mary, a lovely interesting young 
woman, in the. last stage of consumption. She was 
of necessity left much alone, whilst ner mother and 
sisters were ransacking all the fine shops in London 
for gay bonnets, dresses, &c., to do honour to the 
approaching nuptials. Mrs. Sidney proposed to the 
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<M)uiite86, that I should sit mth the invalid : the offer 
was graciously a<;cepted. Ladj Jane, and Lady Bar- 
bara, were faithful copies of their Lady-Mother, but 
Lady Mary resembled her brother in voice, gesture, 
and features. She interested me greatly; and the 
countess, with infinite condescension of manner, 
assured me, that Lady Mary had expressed herself as 
being much gratified by my society. 

" Oh ! I wish, I wish," said Laay Mary, to me one 
morning, '' that they had fixed the wedding for this 
week: why might it not have been to-day, or to- 
morrow P A little, a very little while hence, I shall 
be in my grave. Glenalbert does not dream of this ; 
he believes, as does also my poor mother, that the 
physicians spoke truly, when they said that my native 
air and the voyage home would quite restore me. I 
remember, too, wh^i it was said that Italy would re- 
•establish me ; so the English doctors sent me abroad, 
and the foreign ones return me on their hands : they 
have bandied me to and fro, shuttlecock fashion," 
she added, in a tone of bitterness. 

A violent fit of coughing here impeded her utter- 
ance ; but, after a pause, she resumed : 

^ I must see Glenalbert married before I die ; he 
has waited long enough for me — I would not cause 
him a yet longer delay ; — ^besides, I have a horror of 
protracted engagements." 

She broke off with a sigh so deep, so heart-felt, that 
I needed not to ask its cause. I endeavoured to 
divert her mind to other subjects, but without avail ; 
for she said, in an unutterabfy sad tone : 

" You do not, cannot know, my brother as I know 
him. I believe it would break William's heart, — I 
believe it would kill him, if, by any means, this 
marriage were broken off ; I am very sure it would 
cloud all his future prospects — ^life would no longer 
have any charms for him. Calm and quiescent as he 
appears, his feelings are strong — their channels broad 
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and deep ; and, if violently dammed up, who shall saj 
what would be the oonsequenoeB P He has a eon* 
atancjr and tenacity €i affection, which is genendly 
supposed peculiar to our sex." 

I tamed away my head; Istrove to answer her, but 
the fiiculty of speech seemed d^ed to me. Lady 
Mary raised herself from the so& on which she was 
reclining'; she gazed on me as though she would have 
pierced my thoughts to their rety centre; and she 
said, in a hoarse^ nollow roice : 

*^ Viola lores Glenalbert— -does she not? — loves 
him as he loves her. Why do vou not answer me P'*^ 
she almost shrieked. ^ Why aid she yesterday avert 
her head, when Glenaibert spoke of TunetdiffP Why 
mounted the blood in her cheek, when he asked her,, 
in his frank, unsuspicious manner, wh j, at the very 
moment when she Iiad*nearly made hun jealous of a 
Mr. . . . • Lyndham (was not that the name?) she 
should all at once have ceased to mention him P Tou 
do not answer me," she continued, witii Mghtfiil 
energy ; " you wiU not" 

I was striving to collect my thoughts. I was lite- 
rally gasping for breath, when I saw her handkerchief 
applied to her mouth ; in another second, it was satu- 
rated with blood. 

For near two hours I remained vrith her, applying 
all the usual remedies. I sent off for the physician ; 
the parox^nn was orer before his arri^i: He, of 
course, enjoined perfect quiet, which he found could 
not be obtained, imtil he had given his word not to 
mention the dicumstance to her mother. He shook 
his head moumfuUr at me, as he promised compli- 
ance; intimating that hers was, as I had too tiuly 
feao^ed, a hopeless case. He took his departure ; and 
soon after Lady Glenalbert returned : we heard her 
voice''on the stairs. Lady Mary grasped my hand : 

^* Swear to me," she said, or rather gasped, '' that it 
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was not ambition that prompted Miss Sidney to accept 
Glenalbert." 

" I swear it !" I said, with energy. 

" I believe you," she replied. " And now promise 
me you will not mention what you have just witnessed 
to mamma, or my brother. The wedding would be 
again posl^oned ; and I must, I will, see mm married 
before I die. I ask of you no fiirther questions con- 
cerning Viola ; be generous, then, and spare me any 
further remonstrances." 

I dreaded a return of the paroxysm. I knew that 
all depended on her mind being kept perfectly tranquil. 
I gave my word as she desirecr: perhaps also I secretly 
dreaded the consequences of the mamafi^e being again 
delayed. I kissed her fervently, and withdrew as the 
countess entered. • 

The dayt the important day, was now drawing 
rapidly near. Whatever might have been the intenm. 
struggle, I felt convinced that Viola had conquered. 
She wfts, with the exception of being rather more 
pensive and thoughtful (and this, of course, was re- 
garded, by all around her, as perfectly natural to one 
so situated), the same aa she had been before that ill- 
starred vi^. 
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CHAPTEE Xni. 

The bride-maidens who round her thronging came, 
Some with a sense of self-rebuke and shame, 
Enyying the unenviable, and others 
Malung the joy which should have been another's 
Their own, by gentle sympathy : and some 
Sighing to think of an unhappy home ; 
Some few admiring what can eyer'lure 
Maidens to leave tiie heaven, serene and pure. 
Of parents' smiles for life's great cheat ; a thing 
Bitter to taste, sweet in imagining. 

Shsllet. 

Di chi mi fido, guardami Dio, 
Di chi non mi fido mi guardero io. 

* Italian Pbovbbb. 

Defend me firom my friends I 

Common Sating. 

Ghaibs, tables, sofas, were covered ; the floor was 
strewed ; every nook and cranny of that large apart- 
ment were mled with silks, satins, laces, blondes ; 
with rarest porcelain, whose enamelled dyes might 
have challenged the floral goddess to produce their 
peers ; with ormolu clocks, that did everything but 
''give a tongue to time;" with alabaster vases, in 
which a Naiad might have laved her fairy limbs. 

T\^e rarest bijouterie, the brightest gems, sparkled 
amidst that glittering heap. It seemed as though 
Howel, Harmng, Hamlet 

" O words of fear, 
Unpleasing to a husband's ear," 



AND OFTEK TOLD. * 95 

bad poured forth their tributary stores into that vast 
emporium. With garments carefully folded round 
them, lest their voluminous folds, banging sleeves, and 
pendent drapery, should get entangled amid those 
" fields of waste,'^ a cluster of ladies were dilating, 
commenting, admiring, in every varied iJone of demon- 
strative female eloquence : there was a din and clatter 
of tongues, to which the chattering of a whole gene- 
ration of parrots, or entire forest of Brazilian monkeys, 
would have been low and inaudible. 

At length, superlatives were exhausted — " the force 
oi flattery could no further go ;" admiration was at a 
discount; encomiums a mere drug in the market; 
and then there ensued the ceremony of leave-taking ; 
the conclave was dissolved ; and away thev went, to 
praise or blame, sympathize with, or envy (as the gall 
or chyle of their animal nature predominated), the 
lady for whose especial benefit all these good gifts 
were in store, winding up their discourse, with the 
consolitary ejaculation, that " marriages are made in 
heaven." 

This heterogeneous group was succeeded by two 
young ladies, who, in virtue of the important official 
situation they were to hold on the morrow, had been 
promised a private view of the exhibition ; where, 
undisturbed oy the mixed multitude, they might be 
carping and critical to their hearts' content, after the 
approved fSashion of most dilettanti, and admirers of 
the fine arts. Miss Brookes and Miss Page were 
ushered in by Marables, the priestess of the temple ; 
and after a " Dearest Viola, how are you ?" addressed 
to Miss Sidney, who was seated on a sofa at the 
remotest comer from the scene of action, they pro- 
ceeded to an elaborate survey of the trousseau. Miss 
Brookes always reminded me of a precipice, being 
rough, angular, rugged, and perpendicular ; she was, 
too, that unnatural compound, a sentimental blue, one 
of those young ladies in whose mouth hydrogen, and 
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hjdrophjlacia, antagonist principles, and discrimina- 
tive motion, are familiar as household words; who 
plunge deeply into political economy, meander through 
the mazes of metaphysics, discuss the poor-laws un- 
Uushingly through all their manifold clauses ; who use 
*' words of learned length and thundering sound," 
^uote Latin as trippingly as an usher at a preparatoiy 
school, and prate of Byron the bewitching, and Shelley 
the soul-subduing, whether or not for the sake of " apt 
alliteration " it would be invidious to inquire. 

In accordance with her father's wish, Viola had 
asked Miss Brookes to M the honourable and hono- 
rary situation of bride-maid. Mr. Sidney deemed it 
would be only paying a fitting compliinent to Mr. 
Brookes, who waa the senior partner in the firm. 
Yiola had earnestly entreated tm^ I would make one 
of the corps of attendant nymphs"; but I felt that, at 
my age, such a proceeding woiud be truly ridiculous ; 
and, although not convinced, she yielded at length to 
my arguments. Lady Jane and Lady Barbara were, 
at their brother's request, pressed into the service ; — 
I am sure they would have refused, could they have 
furnished themselves with any reasonable excuse. 

By the way, it is matter of marvel to me, that, in 
these days of clipping and paring, that same official 
sinecure of bride-maid should not be abolished by act 
of parliament ; but then, to be sure, there is no ^ or 
bountith thereunto appertaining, so I suppose the 
wise ones are content to let it alone;. 

'' Mais, revenons a nos moutons." Miss Brookes, 
then, after bestowing divers gratuitous observations 
on the undassical taste displayed in the arrangement 
of the dresses, Ac., which made Marables's blood boil 
with indignation, sat down to examine a costly sap- 
phire, which had been tastefully mounted in the form 
of a brooch, and which she now, with affectionate - 
solicitude, entreated Viola never to wear ; assuring her 
that it contained a vast quantity of expansive fiuid, 
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which would infallibly cause it to explode, and the con- 
sequences might be most alarming. This she proceeded 
to demonstrate on philosophiqal principles, summing up 
her argument with the notable observation, that the gem 
was only fit for a cabinet of curiosities. — N.B. Miss 
Brookes' 8 collection of minerals, spars, shells, butter- 
flies, moths, stuffed birds and beasts, reptiles and rub- 
bish, was much vaunted amongst her especial coterie. 

Miss Page, in the meanwhile, with girlish delight, 
was rhapsodizing on each successive article that 
Marables brought for her inspection. " Oh, what a 
love of a dress ! what a fascinating cloak ! what an 
irresistible bpnnet !" she exclaimed, as dresses, cloakg, 
and bonnets were pointed out by Marables, and expa- 
tiated on, much in the same style as you may hear a 
connoisseur in painting dilate on a Ruben?, a Raphael, 
or a Rembrandt. " Now, ladies, a little more to the 
left, and the light will fall on this gros-de-Naples." 
She held it aloft — she came near — she fell back — she 
extended it at arm's length. " Look at the exquisite 
bloom on the peach ; how delicately the ground-colour 
is relieved by being shot with white ! See the perfect 
finish of the sleeve, — ^not one puff too many. The 
folds, likewise,— how gracefully they are arranged !— 
one could swear to the touch of Madame Lamode all 
the world over." The gros-de-Naples received its due 
meed of praise, when both the young ladies exclaimed 
simultaneously : 

" But where is the dress, Viola ? and are you to be 
married in a bonnet or a veil ? " 

" Don't ^ou hear us, Viola ?" cried the irrepressibly 
voluble Miss Page ; and, as she spoke, she gave her 
one of those relentless pushes which sprightly young 
ladies so often indulge in. 

There is an irresistible eloquence in those orators 
who suit the action to the word, which very seldom 
fails to produce a striking effect and powerfiil senso' 
tion; apparently it had its due effect upon Mis? 
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Sidney, who was, at the moment, intently absorbed in 
the interesting process of sorting white kid gloves, 
small " by degrees, and l)eautiftLlly less." She started 
from her seat in nervous trepidation, whereupon Miss 
Page exclaimed : 

" Why, my dear, you could not have jumped higher, 
had I been JPieschi, and the machine infemale ;"* and 
having given utterance to this brilliant sally, she burst 
into an astounding fit of laughter, which fell upon the 
tympanum of my ear Hke the startling report &om a 
large piece of oronance ; and, as the laugh died away, 
it resembled the echoes of the same engine when they 
are reverberated from the distant hiUs. 

" Now you are fairly awake, my dear,'* continued 
Misa Page, " I ask you once more whether you 
marry in a veil or a bonnet P" 

" ii a bonnet, I believe," absently replied Viola. 

" You believe" echoed Miss Page ; " now as if 
that were not pure affectation, — as if you had not 
been putting it on and off the whole morning, manoeu- 
vring the feathers, and torturing the flowers, to make 
them fall and droop gracefully ; but come, Marables, 
produce the bonnet." 

*' Miss Sidney marries in a veil, lua'am," said Marar 
bles in a mincmg tone. " I do not know what Miss 
Tiola means ; for when missus asked Lord Glenalbert 
which he would prefer (as Miss Sidney always declared 
she had not a choice), his lordship directly fixed on 
the veil, as he said that in Miss Sidney's dark hair it 
would " 

"Oh, of course," snappishly interrupted Miss 
Brookes; " we can imagine all the pretty things 
Lord Glenalbert would say on the occasion ; but be so 
good as to show us the veil." 

Marables triumphantly displayed it; she had evi- 
dently reserved it,< as being, in her estimation, the 
chef'd^auvre of the trousseau, she had determined on 
* This is clearly an anachroidsm.-*-!^. 
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exhibiting it last of all. And now factions ran high, 
as to the relative merits of the rich blond, standmg 
out like some rare piece of basso-rUievo ; of the 
delicate point-lace, resembling the finest specimens 
of filagree ; or the quaint tesselated Honiton. They 
were still discussing this complex subject, when the 
door again opened, and in swam, tottered, or snufi9.ed, 
as nature or their dancing-masters had decreed, a 
bevy of elderly ladies, headed by Mrs. Sidney, who 
vainly endeavoured to assume an air of nonchalanoej 
of utter contempt for aU the gay paraphernalia around 
her, as she exclaimed, in answer to the several queries 
of her contemporaries : 

'' Oh, that necklace is a gift from the Lady Sarah 
Herbert, aunt to Lord Glenalbert ; and that ETaperb 
tiara came quite unexpectedly last night from the 
countess, his mother; the dowager countess as she 
will be to-morrow. Poor thing ! that word dowager 
is a terrible memento mori .'" and Mrs. Sidney laughed 
somewhat affectedly. 

"Ah, Viola!" cried Miss Brookes, "take care; 
for if ever I see you with that tiara in your hair, 
Danton, Marat, Bobespierre, will prove but faint 
types of me. I shall infallibly decapitate you." 

Miss Sidney tried to smile. 

"And who is the donor of this hair bracelet?" 
asked the mamma of the sentimental blue; "the 
clasp is quite massive ; ah, mosaic gold, I perceive ; 
how well they do imitate the real ore ! Positively, if 
it were not a little too yellow, and somewhat too 
heavy, one would never detect the imposition." 

Mjs. Sidnev slightly coloured, and, addressing her 
daughter, said, " Viola, you really ought not to have 
placed this worthless bauble amongst all these valuable 
gems." 

" But," Viola replied, " it is a gift fi:om cousin 

Dorothy, and I prize it more than . I mean, I 

prize it greatly." 

H 2 
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Mrs. Brookes looked steadfastly at Viola, shrugged 
her shoulders, arched her eyebrows very significantly, 
as though she would have said, " That's your cue, 
is it?" 

I had been all this time stitching away most 
zealously, as I was fiirbishing up my little wardrobe, 
preparatory to joining Viola at her country seat. She 
now called me to her, — an invariable practice this of 
hers, whenever she thought I had been treated inso- 
lently. I was crossing the room, when Mrs. Brookes, 
feigning as though she had not before perceived me, 
said: 

" Dear me, I beg your pardon. Miss Dorothy ; I 
am sure I should not have spoken thus of the bracelet, 
had I known it to be your gift ; indeed, upon nearer 
inspection, I think the device quite perfect: hands 
firmly clasped, and encircled by a ring, the symbol of 
eternity; how very sentimental! And this too is 
your hair, I suppose; actually not one grey in the 
whole plait, — admirable !" 

I did not reply ; I did not even blush, a sure sign 
with me that I did not feel. Viola had insisted on 
having my hair in a bracelet ; the plaiting and the 
mosaic clasp had been as much as I could afibrd. I 
had tried hard to compass a gold ornament, but I 
found it would be impossible, without incurring a 
debt which would have cost me many a sleepless night. 
I therefore, although it was a real act of self-denial, 
forbore to make the purchase ; and when I presented 
the bracelet to Viola, I frankly told her that the clasp 
was not real. But now that Mrs. Brookes had " given 
tongue," the whole pack seemed to have got on a new 
scent ; and they rusned upon me, as though they were 
resolved to be in at the death. But I did not stand 
at bay ; I resigned myself quietly to my fate. 

Mrs. Page left the critical survey of a dress, which 
Madame Lamode had assured us, " Mil^die Glenalberi 
aurait Thonneur inoui d'introduire parmi les dames 
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Anglaises ;" and which, as I observed that, whenever 
Marables's eye was averted, Mrs. Page was measuring 
with mathematical precision, I shrewdly suspected 
she meant, in milliner's phrase, to " carry in her eye ;" 
she now, however, abandoned her occupation, and, 
advancing to me, said : 

" So you are to live with Miss Sidney, — I mean 
with Lady Glenalbert ? " 

I bowed my head. 

" And a very nice arrangement it is," she conti- 
nued : '' in a large establishment it is so highly neces- 
sary to have a trustworthy person. The servants are 
so given to peculation, that it is quite indispensable to 
have some one placed over them on whom we can 
implicitly rely." 

" Oh yes," said Mrs. Brookes ; " and Miss Sidney 
will find it so different irom anything she has been 
accustomed to, she will be at first, 1 fear, quite bewil- 
dered ; but, my dear Mrs. Sidney, what wiU you do 
without your cousin P (a marked emphasis on the last 
word), you will lose your right hand ;" then, lowering 
her voice, " if you now think it necessary to have a 
housekeeper, mine is about to leave; I can safely 
recommend her." 

That Viola did not hear this I was certain ; her eyes 
were on the ground, her hands clasped, her brow con- 
tracted, her whole attitude that of a person lost in 
reverie; indeed, had it not been for her evident 
abstraction, I am confident that neither Mrs. Brookes 
nor Mrs. Page would have ventured so far ; a look 
from her would have annihilated them. 

Por my own part, it may or may not be credited, but 
far from being hurt, I was amused ; only I was quite 
sorry to see Mrs. Sidney look so thoroughly discon- 
certed. She now, in parliamentary phrase, " rose to 
explain ;" when Mrs. Brookes, seeing that at least one 
of her arrows had not fallen short of the mark, ex- 
claimed : 
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" I have an infinity of things to do. Come, Emily ; 
I really could stay all day, looking at this tempting 
bijouterie, but that impracticably stupid dress-maker 
has sent Emily's dress trimmed with white instead of 
blue ; and that will never do, as it might give rise to 
the same contretemps that occurred at poor Mbs 
Pringle's wedding. If you do not know the story, 
Mrs. Sidney, I will tell it you another time, as I 
cannot stay now. Come along, Emily." 

Mrs. Sidney well knew the story, as did every one 
there present: she knew that when in the wonted 
bustle and perplexity attendant on these bewildering 
casualties, the ladies stood swarming together like a 
cluster of bees round the queen of the hive, the clerk 
made a very pardonable mistake in slightly motioning 
the young and lovely bridemaid to improach the altar, 
and passed over the heroine of the day, who had seen 
some forty smnmers, and who, if she had ever enjoyed 
beauty's " high estaste," had now forfeited all claims to 
the possession. But here, at least, the shafb was most 
unskilfully aimed; for as Mrs. Sidney gazed on her 
surpassingly beautiful child, she could unfeignedly 
smue at the petty malice that dictated the allusion. 
Mrs. Brookes's departure was the signal for a general 
dissolution of the meeting, and Mrs. Sidney was left 
alone with her daughter and myself. 

"My dear Viol^ how pale and triste you look," 
said her mother, " but it is so natural ; how forcibly 
it recalls to me my own wedding day!" and Mrs. 
Sidney looked sentimental, as all elderly ladies think 
it incumbent on them to do when speaking of " th& 
happiest day of their lives :" " But you, dear Viola," 
continued her mother, " marry under such flar brighter 
auspices, — I am sure I do not mean to complain, — ^I 
can only hope that you and Lord Glenalbert will be as 
happy throughout your married life as your father and I 
have ever been, — ^but then at first we were sadly limited. 
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— ^we had a great deal to struggle with, — I had no 
carriage, and only one man servant, whilst you, Yiola, 
will have rank, wealth, and station ; indeed my most 
saagoine expectations have been more than realized ; 
-you marry a man of pleasing, if not handaome exte- 
rior, extremely well informed, — although perhaps not 
endowedwithorilliant talents ; most highly principled, 
and devotedly attached to you. What earthly good 
canyou desire more P" 

Tiola did not speak; she raised her head, and it 
seemed as though the *' climbing sorrow," — hysterica 
poBiio, as poor Lear has it, were rising in her throat ; 
but by a violent effort she subdued it, and articulated 
the single word " Mother I" 

'* Ah, those vile hysterics ! my dear Yiola do take 
some sal volatile. For heaven's sake do not have 
them to-morrow, nothing is so bad as a scena ; besides, 
the man is so apt to ti&e it as a bad compliment to 
himself. And now, my love," continued Mrs. Sidney, 
looking round the apartment, " you have I think every- 
thing you want ; do you know, yoiur trousseau has cost 
your father five hundred pounds, that is, including 
your new harp?" 

" Papa is very kind," said Viola. 

" Nay, my dear, you deserve it all ; you have ever 
been a good, obecQent, affectionate child. It was only 
last night your father said to me, that from the hour 
of your birth you had never caused him a moment's 
pam or sorrow. Thifl is very gratifying, is it not ? 
when he gives you his partmg blessing to-morrow, 
Viola, you will think of this. A father's blessing is 
indeed most holy !" 

Viala wept. 

" Come, come, my child, this will never do," said 
Mrs. Sidney ; " we wiU talk of other things. I must 
not, however, forget to tell you how liberally Lord 
&lenalbert has behaved as to the settlements." 
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" Oh, spare me the details of the ledger-book, 
mother ! the debtor and creditor account, the pounds, 
shillings, and pence." 

" Well, my aear Viola," rejoined Mrs. Sidney, some- 
what bitterly, " I know you nave the true heroine-like 
contempt for filthy lucre ; yet believe me it is always 
persons of your visionary, romantic temperament to 
whom those mundane things gold and silver are most 
necessary ; they being ever the least fitted to wrestle 
with the wants and privations of this 'work-day world.' 
But I think you wiU be pleased to hear that Lord 
Olenalbert has refused to receive any fortune with 
j^ou ; and has insisted that the marriage portion your 
father destined for you should be given to your sisters. 
'This is a trait in your ojvn line, is it not, dear Viola P 
But why do you put your hand to your head ? I fear 
it aches ; go and lie down, my child, till dinner-time." 
Mrs. Sidney affectionately embraced her daughter and 
left the apartment. 

Meanwhile Mrs. Page and Mrs. Brookes, with their 
respective daughters, had joined company on their 
route homewards, that they might discuss the merits 
nnd demerits of the trousseau. 

" Do you know, mamma," observed Helen Page, " I 
vdo not think Viola Sidney is happy." 

"What nonsense! my dear Miss Helen," replied 
"Mrs. Brookes ; " you are so unsophisticated ; — ^a per- 
fect child of nature; did you not see that look of 
abstraction was put on for the occasion ? It was not 
her cue to appear interested in all that was going 
on. What to her are the pomps and vanities of the 
world?" 

" Nay, mamma," said Miss Brookes, " perchance 
there may be a prior attachment ; perchance 

" She never told her love, 
But let concealment, like a worm i' the bud, 
Prey on her damask cheek." 
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^ Oh, what pretty lines!" excbimed Miss Page; 
*^ are thej your own ? I nev^ heard them before." 

With a look of ineffable contempt. Miss Brookes 
replied, ^' Mj own ! why, child, they are onr immortal 
bard's." 

" You don't say so," rejoined Miss Pajge in a ban- 
tering tone ; for yery sprightly young ladies luxuriate 
in this species of quizzing. 

Nothing daunted. Miss Brookes went on in a moral- 
izing strain : ^^ Truly has it been observed, ' L'on n'aime 
bien qu'une seule tois ; c'est la premiere.' " 

" ^Nonsense, Emily," exclaimed ber mother, *^ there 
is no such thing as first lo?e." 

To this somewhat Milesian dictum Mrs. Pa^ as- 
sented, by giving a most oracular Lord Burleigh nod 
of the head, and Miss Page exclaimed : ^ Well, I am 
sure, the sight of those sweet dresses, and those dear 
emeralds, would be enough to cure a thousand first 
loves. I would marry my grandfather in defiance of 
canon, ciyil, or ecclesiastical law, only to possess that 
• diamond spray ; for in these cases, you know, le present 
fait oublier le jfutur" 

" Don't rattle on so, Helen," cried Mrs. Page ; " you 
talk egregious foUy." 

To this maternal rebuke, Miss Page was about to 
nmke rather an unfilial retort, for it is an incontro- 
vertible fact, that very frolicsome damsels are not 
always renowned for invincible good humour, especially 
in the domestic circle ; but having arrived at a point 
-where their respective routes diverged, the ladies sepa- 
rated ; not, however, before Miss Brookes had tenderly 
wliispered in Miss Page's ear, « Now mind, Helen, 
you look your very best to-morrow, or I will never 
forgive you." 

** "Well now, that is kind," replied Miss Page, in 
lier most nawemmneT ; "that is really generous, for 
as we are to be dressed alike, it might provoke in- 
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yidious comparisons; good-bye, dear," and she ran 
after her mother.* 



CHAPTER XIV. 

It seemed as if her breast 

Had hoarded energies till then suppressed. 
Almost with pain, and borsting from constraint, 
And finding first that hour, their pathway free, 
Gould a rose brave the storm, such might her emblem be. 

Mbs. Hxmans. 

Tfarioe he essaj'd, and thrice, in spite of scorn, 
Tears, such as angels weep, burst forth ; at last 
Words, interwoye with sighs, found out their way. 

Milton. 

PoB a few minutes after Mrs. Sidney left the 
apartment, Viola remained with her eyes bent on 
vacancy ; then taking up a casket from a table near 
her, she repaired to a small apartment which had been 
long since appropriated to her use. It had been care- 
fully, I might say elegantly, fitted up : a few choice 
Eaintings Cornea the walls, a profusion of richly- 
ound books lay scattered about the tables, and a 
variety of fragrant plants were tastefully arranged in 
the embrasures of the windows. Here were Viola and 
I accustomed to spend our mornings, and here did I 
now accompany her, for I felt that she must not be 
left alone. Yiola seated herself at a table, and placing 
the casket before her, buried her face in her hands ; 
but those hands were too small to conceal the features, 
which they only shaded, and the swollen veins of the 
temple, and the convulsive tremor of the lips, told their 
tale of mental anguish. Suddenly she opened the 

* Lest I should be supposed to possess the sift of ubiquity, 
I must observe, that this colloquy was repeated to me verbatim 
by Miss Page some time after it took place, and, to the credit of 
her sincerity be it spoken, she did not even attempt to conceal 
her own littie ebullition of temper. — ^NoTB BY DoBOTHT. 
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GftBket, and diew from it m mafl book, idnd liad tlie 
word^JoDXXial'' inieiabed on iiie back. She hiutilj 
gjanof^d hear eye over its pagee, and teaxing them into 
fiagmenta, threw ihem. on. 'Sue fire.* She next took a 
witheied loae and m letter from tibe eaaket ; ^ I moat 
no longra* ke^ tiieae," die eiehimed ; "to-daj I am 
weak and frail, Imt tcMiioiiow I ahoold be eulpable." 
I knew that these words woe not addreaaed to me, 
they were bat tiie oatpomings of an ov^er-fraaght 
heait. After m pause, she lesomed, *^ Why, why did 
he write ? Whj did he seek to awake paasionB anb- 
dned, or whidi at leaat lay dormant ? He asks me, if 
I rem»nber ihat parting honr ? Alas ! too well I 
remember it! Would that I had told all to my 
mother — but it is too late now; I cannot, dare 
not, recede !" And again she bowed her head 
mpon her hands : she did not weep, for the anguish 
of her soul was too deep to find its vent in tearsw 
A low tap was heard at tiie door, and doubtleaa 
imagining, as I did, that it was only tiie children 
escaped &r Ihe nonee from Hie ^pdne forte et 
dare" of the adiool-room, she bid them ent^, with- 
out, however, mormg her position. But instead 
of the childish treble, it was the deep tones of Lord 
CHenalb^ that greyed her. She started violently, 
and instinctively she seised the letter, and crushed 
it in her hand. Lord Glenalbert did not see this 
movement on her part, for he was busily ^nployed 
in unfiutening the string of a small packet wUch he 

* It was a great proof of ICas Sidney's pre-oocapation of 
mind, that she threw the pages so careleaaly on the fire, that 
many fell into the grate only half destroyed, Teiy nmcAt soorched, 
yet BtUl legible. It was not nntil the next morning that I per- 
ceived them, wheD, after a sLeepleas nighty I deeoended to the 
bondoir just in time to rescue them from the honsemaid. I kept 
them \3j me, as I thought the time might coaaie when Viola would 
be glad to find them agadn. She afterwards gave me permission 
to read them, and, at the same time, allowed me to retain them 
inmypoasessiom.— NoxE BT CoiTsm Dobotst. 
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held, I was preparing to leave the room, but Viola 
turned her large dark eyes upon me with such an 
imploring look, that I paused, and Lord Glenalbert 
said, "Do not go, cousin Dorothy — ^you must stay 
and time me— I am on my parole — ^restricted to 
five minutes, — ^it was only on this condition, that 
Mrs. Sidney would allow me to come here; she is 
imeasy about your headache, Yiola.'* 

" I am better than when my mother left me," lan- 
guidly replied Yiola. 

" See," he continued, " that faithless jeweller has 
at length sent home the necklace. I think it is in 
keeping with the other ornaments, and the set wiU 
now be complete." 

"It is very beautiful," she replied, without even 
raising her eyes. 

" Well," he answered, laughing, " that is paying a 
very high compliment to my judgment, thus taking 
the merits of the jewels upon trust, for you have 
not even opened the case." 

Mechanically she touched the spring, and gazing 
abstractedly upon the gems, she repeated, " They are 
very beautuul. 

" Nay, Viola," he said, in a disappointed tone, " per- 
haps there is some j&ult. I think you are not pleased 
with it : if so, itiean yet be altered." 

Eecollecting herself, she replied, with energy, " In- 
deed, I think it perfect. In everything. Lord Glen- 
albert, you have been most kind, most liberal. My 
mother just now mentioned to me your generous 
disposal of my fortune, which I " But he inter- 
rupted her. 

" Surely, Viola," he exclaimed, " there needed not 
this to convince you how perfectly disinterested is 
my affection — ^how entirely I love you for yourself 
alone. But even I, Viola, who have ever had a 
morbid fear of being sought for adventitious gifts 
and qualities, that might equally have been the por- 
tion of the basest of my kind, — I who have shunned 
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manoeuvrmg mammas, and conyersational papas, like 
the pestilence, — I who have escaped by a miracle 
from the snares of those nimble tacticians, the flirts 
of three seasons, — I who have avoided adhesive 
younger brothers, and sociable elder ones, by arts 
of policy that would have done honour to a Ma- 
chiavel, — even I have an intense conviction that not 
the mines of Golconda, nor all the kingdoms of the 
earth (had they been mine to bestow), would have 
influenced you one iota in my favour, had I not 
obtained the proud possession of your love." 

The mantling blood spread like a glory over cheek, 
and neck, and brow, as v iola bent her head beneath 
his admiring gaze ; but Lord Glenalbert dreamed not 
of the cause of that blush, as taking up the rose he 
said, " This is kind, Viola ; have you indeed kept this 
withered, faded flower ? How weU I remember the 
evening I gave it you ; — ^but no, that was a moss rose, 
for I have not rorgotten almost offending you, by 
laughing at your romantic allusions to the thorns 
which " 

He stopped ; for Viola, laying her hand upon his 
arm, said, '' Thut rose was not given to me hy you, 
Glenalbert." 

" "Well, do not speak in such a very solemn tone, 
my little Viola ; indeed, I had no right to eroect you 
would have done anything half so silly. Shall I confess 
it ? I have not so much as a torn glove, or half a 
sandal of your shoe, in my possession ; I have not 
even written a sonnet to your eyebrow ; and, alas, for 
the climax, I have never asked for a lock of your 
hair, I fear me I have been but an indifferent lover ; 
yet, dearest Viola, I dare promise that you shall And 
m me a devoted husband." He rose to leave the apart- 
ment, saying, " I dare not stay longer ; I have already 
broken my promise to your mother." 

His hand was on the lock of the door, when Viola 
exclaimed, " William ! — Lord Glenalbert ! " Her 
voice in any tone, in any key, would have had power 
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to rtarjrliim; bnt now it was so dianged, iliero was 
sometning so bollow, so breathless ia tibe sound, that 
he stood transfixed. ** I sajr, Glenalber^ thtti rote — 
tins letter — were naifrom you /" Then milling for- 
ward, she finng henelf aSt his feet; '^Lord Glen- 
albert, I cannot, I dare not, be jonr wife." 

^' You cannot be my wife, Yiola ! Yon are mad — you 
mock me — ^but it is a fearful jest ; — ^onsay those words." 

'' No, no, no, I am not mad — ^I do not jest. I dare 
not, in the sight of Gh)d and man, pronounce mj mar- 
riage Yow to-morrow. I dare not promise fbrsaking 
all others to keep only unto jou. Mjr tongue would 
deaye to the roof of my mouth — ^mj lips would refuse 
to giye utterance to that fell lie. Hate me. Lord Glen- 
albert, yet you cannot hate me more than I hate 
myself. Despise me, but your scorn cannot equal the 
withering contempt that I feel for my own base, 
treacherous deed, — ^yet, yet, I cannot be yoiur wife. 
Speak to me, Glenalbert — do not gaze on me so ; 
your eyes are wild — ^your lips are bloodless. I say, 
do not gaze at me so— -curse me if you will, but spealc, 
oh speak ! " 

A conyulsiye tremor had seized him ; — ^he appeared 
to writhe as though enduring some racking agony,— 
a grey light, like the precursor of death, oyerspread 
his face ; — ^he staggered. Yiola sprang from the ground 
— she rushed towards him ; instmctively she seized his 
arm. The movement rouised him, for he hurled her 
from him with a force that would have sent her to the 
ground, but that a sofa near her intercepted the faQ. 
<< Touch me not,'' he exclaimed in a voice of thunder ; 
and he recoiled from her grasp as though a venomous 
reptile had left its slimy poison on him. ^'You 
cannot be my wife, Viola, — ^you dare not take your 
marriage vow ! Think you not that in the sight of 
heaven you are my wife ? To a pure mind, vows pro- 
nouncea at the altar could scarcely be more sacred 
than those with which you have ahready plighted your 
faith. Yes, at that moment in which you owned your 
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love, you became my wife ; and now, now are you 
faitlileBS — ^forsworn ! " 

She remained with her face buried in the cushions 
of the sofa, and, after a pause, he continued in a Mter- 
ing voice, " Had you told me this a few months since, 
I should have felt it — assuredly I should have felt it, — 
but it would not have unnerved me thus ; — ^it would not 
have blasted my every future prospect ; — ^it would not 
have crushed me to the earth. Oh, was it kindly done 
to wait until the last moment ere you dashed the cup 
from my lips ? I am not a deliberate, selfish, cold- 
blooded villain, Viola ; and had you told me this in the 
commencement of our acquaintance, it would have suf-, 
ficed. I then had borne it like a man, — ^but now, 
now . . . ." and he hid his face in his hands, and sob- 
bed aloud." 

Oh, it is a fearful thing to see a man weep ! 

*^ Hear me, Lord Glenalbert," she said, and again 
she threw herself at his feet ; but ^mly he raised 
her, and she stood before him. 

" I call heaven to witness," exclaimed Viola, " that 
it was not until to-day I knew the state of my heart. 
I thought I had conquered I believed I had ceased 
to thiiu: of him — but this letter, this fatal letter, has 
undeceived me ; — it has torn the veil from my heart, 
the film from my eyes ; — ^this letter has recaJled scenes 
and places once too dear — ^thoughts and emotions I 
vainly dreamed were buried. But now, even now, I 
win promise you to forget him, and aU connected with 
him — only give me a little time — delay our marriage 
but a while, and I will promise to be to you all that 
a faithful wife should prove." 

" I thank you," he said bitterly ; " you would come 
forth as a victim, decked and adorned for the sacrifice. 
You would immolate yourself upon the altar of my 
self-love ; and you would strive to fulfil your duty, 
until your heart broke, or until . . . Yes," he con- 
tinued, with fearful energy, " I mi^ht have lived 
to suffer even worse than this ; I might have lived 
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to Bee thee one whom women should presume to look 
coldly on, and men should dare to compassionate. I 
might have liyed to see thee scorned, misprized, dis- 
honoured." 

Her cheeks were alternately pale as monumental 
marble, and crimson with the burning blush of shame ; 
but with forced calmness, she said, " Go on, go on. I 
am sunk so low, that the most degraded of my sex is 
in your eyes sinless, when compared with such a thing 
as 1." 

But he continued without heeding her : " No, heaven 
is my witness I could not have borne to see thee frail 
and fallen. I could not have lived to know that vice 
had left its scathing brand on that pure lofty brow." 

" Be merciful. Lord Glenalbert," she exclaimed, in a 
half-suffocated voice, " Spare me; oh, spare me !" 

But there needed not this appeal. A&eady did Lord 
Glenalbert seem to repent having given utterance to 
those words of insult : already did he appear to be 
stricken with the thought, which no experience, it 
should seem, can crush in man, that loveliness, such 
as Viola's, is the express image of all purity — that 
shame could never rest upon that stainless brow — 
for a change came o'er his countenance. A few mo- 
ments only, and the look of mingled scorn and agony 
had passed ; and there was far more of sorrow than 
reproach in the long and earnest gaze he bent upon 
her, as in a low, unmodulated tone, in which all passion 
seemed buried, he said, " And now, what do I here ? 
Earewell, Viola. To-night I leave England. Even 
yet I am not prepared to see you the wife of another ; 
— do you not smile at my weakness ?" 

" I shall never be JiU wife," answered Viola. " I 
know fuU well, that no earthly power could ever have 
prevailed with my father to give his consent to that 
union now, now least of all. It was not then, with the 
hope of marrying another, that I have thus spoken ; 
but only that I could not give to one so generous. 
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SO confiding, a divided love, — to you, Glenalbert, who 
deserve (if ever man deserved) the purest, t^nde^est 
love that ever warmed a woman's heart ; and you will 
have it, Lord Glenalb^rt, whilst I 1 /' 

The door opaied, and in burst tho two younger 
girls, very gaily attired. 

" Glenalbert," exclaimed Margaret (for she thought 
it^ne not to give her future brother-in-law his title), 
" these are the frocks we are to wear to-morrow ; do 
ou not think them pretty ? Marables says you will 
e BO taken up with Viola to-morrow that you will 
have no time to look at us, so you must just give us 
your opinion now." 

Whilst she was ppeaking, little Lucy (who, from 
the strong likeness sne bore to Viola, had always been 
Lord Glenalbert's favourite) crept up to him, and 
sliding her little hand into his, looked steadfastly iu 
his face ; but she shrunk from him (there is something 
appalling in grief like his, which can awe even the 
heedless spirit of childhood), and approaching her 
siskter, she said, " Come along, Margaret : do you not 
see GMenaLbert does not wamt us now P" 

But Margaret was one of those invulnerable young 
ladies whom nothing can daunt, and finding she could 
not obtain an answer from Olenalbert, she approached 
her eldest sister, saying, " Well, Viola, ho^g^ do you 
like our dresses ? Do they fit well ? They will look 
better when we have on our white satin shoes ; but 
Mambles was in one of her obstinate fits, and she 
would not let us wear them, for fear of soiling them, 
although, I am sure, mounting the church-steps to-moro 
row, wSl do that fast enough, — ^now won't it Viola ?" 

" Margaret, do not tease your sist^," said Lord 
G-lenalb^, in a voice so stem, that it sent her out 
of the room wil^ a hop, skip, and a jump, as she after- 
wnj^ds graphically said, when describing the scene to 
Marables 3 aani Uttle Lucy, after flinging her arms 
about my neck, and bidding me not oacy ao bitterly, 
fplkmei her sister, bathed in tears. 



-^ I 
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eonversation, it flagged most woeMLy; and a dead 
and chilling silence fell on all around, broken only by 
the incessant play of a knife and fork, wielded by 
Dick Sidney, who, like Sir Andrew, was, "a great 
eater of beev' although, with that same sapient knight, 
he might have found that it somewhat " harmed the 
wit." With the exception of Viola, he was the only 
one of the young people at table ; for Margaret and 
liucy dined early with Miss Sharpe, and James Sidney 
was on the continent, pursuing his commercial studies, 
and being initiated into all the technicalities of ton- 
nage, and demurrage, agio, tariffs, &c. <&c. 

To my excited nerves the silence became every 
moment more and more intolerable ; I felt, at each 
instant, that the storm was about to burst over our 
devoted heads. Yiola and Lord Glenalbert were ab- 
sorbed in their secret griefs ; and Mrs. Sidney, happy 
as she was in her daughter's brilliant prospects, still 
felt as every mother must feel when the much-loved 
child is about to leave the home of her youth, and go 
among strangers, who may, perhaps, look coldly on 
her. Will her husband's mother greet her as her own 
mother would have done ? Will her husband's sisters 
crowd round her with the fond embrace, the warm 
love, which her own, own sisters would have lavished ? 
Can these be unto her as the playmates of her infancy 
— ^the coinpanions of her childhood — ^the friends of her 
youth ? But there is another thought which presses 
on the fond mother's heart, and weighs her spirit in 
the dust. She may yet be the firiend, but she can no 
longer be the counsellor of her daughter. She may yet 
sm3e with her in joy ; but she can no longer sorrow 
with her in grief. She may see the cheek grow pale 
with weeping, and with watching, and the lustre of 
the bright eye fade ; but unasked, unsought, she dares 
not proffer sympathy, or solace, lest she should widen 
uhe breach sne is desirous to heal, — ^lest the daughter 
-ihould divulge, what the voife would fain conceal. 

" Come, come," said Mr. Sidney, " this will never 

i2 
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do ; why, Yiola^ you and Glenalbert look, for all the 
world, like a new-married couple, who have just for- 
feited all elaim to the flitch of bacon : a quarrel between 
lovers is ." 

'^ Amantium ira& ajoaoris integratio est," shouted 
forth Dick Sidney, who was going through the Latin 
grammar for the fourth time ; and, being blessed with 
one of those perforated capacities, which let out know- 
ledge with far greater velocity than they receive it^ 
had contrived, with laudable ingenuity, to know rather 
less of its contents than when they were first drum- 
med into him- 

" Ah, ah, very good!" said Mr. Sidney, who had 
long forgotten the '^ small Latin and less Greek" that 
he once possessed : '' very good indeed, my boy, trans* 
late for the benefit of the ladies." 

Dick was elated ; and boldly ^ave forth what is 
usually called a very spirited version, which as I take 
it, is something aa little like the original, as can well 
be conceived. 

" Bravo, Dick," said his fiather ; " the author is ; 

always name your author." 

The boy looked posed, but quickly recovored him- 
self ; and thinking, I suppose, that one author was as 
good as aaoother, repHed unflinchingly : 

" Virgil, father." 

"Extremely well, Dick," rejoined Mr. Sidney; 
" you have made great progress the last half. I had 
no idea you were so far advanced — ^in Virgil, eh ! *pon 
my word, this is as it should be. You shall stay a few 
days after the wedding, Dick, ijostead of going back 
immediately." 

The boy's eyes glistened. 

'' May I cut up the cake that is to be sent out ? 
Viola, may I P — as it is your cake, I suppose I muflt 
ask your permission." 

Viola looked at him imploringly ; but her mother 
most opportunely came to her relief, by saying: 
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" The confectioner will arrange aH that, Dick." 

" What, shan't we have any cake at home ? How 
mean ! " cried the boy. " Viola, do aak," he whispered 
" for a cake for ns; as it is your wedding, they won't 
feftise you. Do, Yiola, now — ^yoa were always a good- 
natured girl." 
*' Don't teaze ine,Dick," saidTiola, rather impatiently. 
"Whew!" — ^aad Dick gave a prolonged whistle; 
** have ft care, ' there's many a slip 'twixt the cup and 
the lip :' if you don't check that satme tcBoper of yoiir% 
Lord Glenalbert may yet ciy off." 

" Dick, be quiet ; don't annoy your sister," said 
Lord Glenalbert, in a low tone, " or I'll inform about 
the Latin grammar." 

The boy was effectually siLeneed ; and, soon after, 
Mrs. Sidney rose from table, saying : 

** Yiola, my dear, coine and look at the favours ; I 
think them quite beautiful." 

We leffe the room ; Viola flew past her Biother, and 
took refiige in her own apartment ; thither I followed 
her. Breathless she sat awaiting the summons, for 
she felt that Lord Glenalbert must now speak to her 
father. Viola remained with her face buried in my 
lap ; her beart beat almost audibly ; mine fluttered 
like a bdrd caught in the fowler's snare. The ticking 
<xf the small time-piece fell on my ear^ with the appall- 
ing distmctnesB of the monitory bed, as it smnmont 
the despairing criminal to the last dread scene. The 
snoon looked in at the windows of our apartment ; and 
as she bent her pure, earnest gasse upon us, she seemed 
to marvel that earthly passions, and earthly sorrows, 
liad power thus to convulse the children of her sister 
planet. It appeared to me that a cycle of years had 
revolved during that short period. 

" Viola !" cried Mr. Sidney, from the bottom of the 
Btsirs, in a voice so loud, that it might have aroused 
the seven sleepers. Viola moved not nrom the ground, 
but she flung ner arms tighter round me. 
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" Master calls ;'* said Marables, popping; in her well- 
trimmed cap at the door ; for, as she adierwards ob- 
served, ^' from Miss Margaret's anecdote, and master's 
angry voice, she fancied something was going wrongs 
and she thought Miss Sidney might perhaps be in 
want of her services." 
. " Viola,' ' again shouted Mr. Sidney," where are you ?' * 

But Marables's entrance had, for an instant, diverted 
Yiola's thoughts, and she now raised her head, and 
drawing up her figure to its full height, traversed the 
apartment with firm step, as one whose mind was 
made up to endure the worst. She gave me her arm, 
nor did she quail or tremble, as I leaned on her for 
support ; neither did she pause at the parlour-door, 
but opened it unhesitatingly. 

We found Mrs. Sidney there before us ; she was 
looking qidte bewildered, and she now exclaimed to 
her husband, who was pacing the apartment with 
rapid strides, " What is the matter, Charles ? you 
frighten me so." 

Sir. Sidney did not answer her, but he advanced to 
his daughter, and said, in a solemn tone, " Viola, re- 
member that I am your father — you are my child ; 
— by the sacred ties that biad us, by the obedience 
YOU owe me, I charge you tell me what has passed 
between Lord GHenalbert and yourself this day. !Prom 
him I can only learn, that from secret yet all-power- 
ful motives, you have mutually resolved to annul your 
marriage contract. If the fault be his — if presuming 
upon Ins high birth, his* pride of place, or wealth, he 
has dared to ^tamper with the affections of my child, 
old as I am, I will challenge him to mortal combat, 
and proclaim to the world his villainy." 

" Good gracious, Charles," said his wife, " at your 
age to fight a duel ! how can you talk so ? " 

" Father," replied Viola, firmly, " Lord Glenalbert 
has in this, as in everythiag else^ acted in the noblest^ 
kindest manner." 
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" Then I am to understand the objections are on 
your side ? " 

Viola bowed her head. 

" What are they ? " 

" I have explained them to Lord Glenalbert." 

"And to me, Sir," said Lord Q-lenalbert, coming 
forward, " they are aU-powerfiil, all-convincing. The 
aflGair now rests between Miss Sidney and myself. You 
have no right here to interfere ; you cannot compel 
her to answer you. Only this I will add ; Miss Sid- 
ney and I part friends, do we not, Viola ? " and ho 
held out his hand to her. " Tears long and many wiU 
elapse ere I again see England — and now farewell ! 
I shaU but take leave of my mother. To the guests 
invited by me for . . , .," his voice faltered, "for to 
.... morrow's ceremony, she will immediately write. 
You, madam,'* he said, turning to Mrs. Sidney, " will, 
for your daughter's sake, in like manner anticipate the 
assembling of your friends." 

" Alas, alas, exclaimed Mrs. Sidney, in a voice of 
despair, " what wiU people say ? " 

" What wiU they say ? " echoed her husband. 
" What ! but that she has disgraced herself ; that she 
has shamed her parents, and brought discredit upon 
all connected with her. Shame ! shame ! to gain an 
honourable man's affections, and to wait the eve of 
the wedding-day ere she casts him from her, with 
most flagrant caprice. Eie upon her ! fie upon her ! 
a most contemptible flirt, a worthless jilt. II I could 
for one moment suspect apy lurking affection for 
another were at the bottom oi this scandalous affair, 
my curse light upon her " 

Lord Gj-lenalbert bounded forward, and laying his 
hand upon Mr. Sidney's lips, he said, " Bemember, 
sir, she is your daughter." 

At the same instant a heavy sound was heard, for 
Viola had fallen prostrate on the floor. 

Mrs. Sidney rushed to her, and all but the mother 
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was forgotten as she leant oyer het. " Viola, Viola, 
'tis your -mother, your fiiend who calls upon yoa. 
Merciful powers, she is dead J " 

Lord Glenalbert raised her fi?om the grotind, for 
one minute he held her in his arms ; the next, he said 
to me, " Take her ; oh, take her ! " 

Viola opened her eyes, for misery such as hers 
brooks not a long suspension of suffering, and she 
clung to Lord Glenalbert in convulave agony; 
but hastily he disengaged himself from her firm, yet 
tmconscious grasp, and phkCed her in a chair. 

Mr. Sidney, whom his daughter's swoon had for % 
moment alarmed, although he owned it not to himself 
no sooner saw her partially recovered, than heex- 
daimed to his wife, who was sobbing bitterly, and 
whose tears irritated him yet more against his unhappr 
daughter, for men have a strong dislike to see i^&eir 
wives cry, especially when their tears aire caused bj 
others than themselves. " Why do pou cry, Anne ? 
Let her weepfor the shame and disgrace she has bi?ought 
on us. Taint ! pooh, pooh ; fainting is ever a woman 'a 
last resource. Let her faint, it does not impose on 
me. She is no longer my child ; she has forfeited my 
affection." 

Lord Glenalbert, in the mean time, had fl^proach^ 
Viola, and, leaning over her, he whispered, *• If at any 
future time I can befriend you, in anv way, by any 
means, though I be in far-distant lands, though the 
broad ocean separate us, yet, yet Viola, you mar ever 
command me!'' ^ ^ ^ 

Bhe leant back, and turned do deadly pale, that 
Lord Glenalbert, seeing I had no power to support 
her, violently pulled the bell, and poor MaraoleB 
showed her devoted affection by the speed with which 
she answered the summons. She must, indeed, have 
flown upon the wings of the whirlwind, to judge by 
the iucredibly short space of time which she took to 
descend from her own apartment to the parlour; but. 
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perhaps, as she herself observed, "it happened most 
lorttmatelj that she was just passing the paylotir-door, 
in the very nick of time." 

" Lead Miss Sidney to her room,'* said Lord Glen- 
albert, for Mr. Sidney deigned not to speak, and Mrs. 
Sidney was far too bewildered to take note of any- 
thing that was passing around her : and, in thebnsUe 
and confusion attendant upon this movement, Lord 
Glenalbert passed that tbfeshold, never again to set 
foot thereon. 



CHAPTER XT. 

Y«t day by day 
She lived, till fear grew hcrpe ftnd Mthf 
Aad in my h«art I dared to aay, 
Nothing so bright can i>a88 away : 
Death is dark, and foul^ and dull ; 
Bnt she is — ^0, how beantifiil ! — SHBLunr. 

Ladt S. — The paragraphs, you say, Mr. Snake, were ail 
inserted? 

Snakb. — ^They were, Madaon ; and as I copied them m3nMglf 
in a feigned hand, there can be no suspicion whence they ewne/ 

I UVBH do Mrs. Sidney j-ustice: ambitiotis mti 
worldly as she was — keenly as she must have felt that 
her daughter had at one feu blow demolished prospects 
more brilliant than could ever fkll to her lot again-*- 
she yet at this moment forgot all but that daughter's 
misery. She had seen her throbbing head laid on the 
pillow ; she had, with her own hands, administered a 
composing draught ;.and it was only when Viola md, 
" Pray leave me, mother, I may perhaps sleep, — pray 
leave me, cousin Dorothy," that Mrs* Sidney qmtted 
the apartment. I followed her ; but I resolved in my 
own mind to return at a later hour. 

Mrs. Sidney called to Marables, and desired to be 
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instantly summoned if her daughter should feel her- 
self worse. Marables faithfully promised compliance, 
and gratuitously added, that ^' she would not even go 
down to supper, in order that she might be withm 
call.'* To judge by the tone of self-glorification in 
which she gave forth this magnanimous resolve, it was 
easy to perceive that she considered it an act of self- 
denial, bordering on martyrdom. 

"It is a shocking thing, Marables," observed Mrs. 
Sidney. " Of courseyou know the match is off. What 
will people say ? Hx)w every one will talk. " 

"Ah ! and the dresses, ma'am," answered Marables. 
" What a pity it is you would have all those silks and 
satins made up. Had you but left them in the piece, 
they would have' lasted for ever among the young 
ladies, and now they will be old-fashioned long before 
Miss Sidney can wear them half out. To be sure, all 
those presents will be vastly useM ; for the young 
ladies, poor things ! were sadly in want of jewellery." 

" Presents ! Marables ; they must, of course, be 
returned." 

" Eetumed, ma'am ! " echoed Marables, looking 
quite terrified ; " that will, indeed, be horrible." 

Mr. Sidney had, I think, received a fer greater 
shock than his wife ; her vanity, but his pride, had 
been deeply wounded. Strictly honourable in all his 
dealings, conscientious in every relation of life, pos- 
sessing an untarnished name, and renowned for un- 
blemished credit and integrity in the mercantile world, 
honour might in him (ii anything could) have sup- 

Slied the place of a higher principle, and now his 
aughter had indeed wounded him in the most vul- 
nerable point; her bond was forfeit, her note of 
promise dishonoured, she was a bankrupt in faith and 
credit. Had Mr. Sidney seen his own name in the 
Gazette, I do not think he could have experienced a 
deeper pang. He now called to his wife : " Anne, 
you surely do not mean to have all these people flock- 
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ing here to-morrow : you must write off immediately 
to them, and get cousin Dorothy and Miss Sharpe to 
help you." 

Mrs. Sidney took my arm, and led me to the draw- 
ing-room : she wrung her hands in despair as she 
exclaimed : 

" What shall I say, Charles ? How that odious 
Mrs. Brookes will triumph ! " 

" Say ! " rejoined her husband, " say that the wed- 
ding IS unavoidably postponed ; they will learn the 
truth soon enough. And now,'* he added, in his 
sternest manner, " I forbid you, Anne, I forbid one 
and all, as they value my Mendship, as they hope for 
my countenance and protection, ever to let this subject 
again pass their lips. I will not that the malicious 
prying gossips shall be gratified by details in which 
they have not the remotest concern. Let them put 
what interpretation thev please on lier conduct ; they 
cannot, alas ! think too badly of it." 

He left the room, and Dick Sidney entered in 
breathless haste. 

" Oh, mamma ! mamma ! " exclaimed the boy, " it is 
of no manner of use sending now to the confectioner's, 
for lots of things have arrived. A large bride-cake, 
well frosted over with sugar, which you will now, 
perhaps, give me to take to school ; and cook says that, 
as far as her share is concerned, the jellies and creams 
only want * turning out ;' so all you can now contradict 
will be the ices, and I am sure that wiU hardly be 
worth while." 

" Oh, I never thought of the breakfest," said poor 
Mrs. Sidney in a voice of despair; "what shall I 
do P " and away she went to consult her artiste. 

Meanwhile Miss Sharpe and I were writing, as 
though our pens were impelled with centripetal force 
towards the paper. Miss Sharpe, however, varied her 
occupation, by indulging, from time to time, in that 
contemptible gnat-stinging, commonly called '* talking 
at a person." 
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" Ah, I thought it would end in something of this 
kind ; poetry, and all such nonsense, from morning to 
night. Well, thank goodness, Mr. Sidney Cannot 
blame me ; I have had nothing to do with his damgh- 
ter's education. Hearen forbid that Margaret or 
Lucy should ever act thus ! I am sure I could 
nerer hold up my head again." Then, as she folded 
her last note, she said, " I wish you good night, Miss 
Dorothy ; I hope you will find your pwpU better ; " and 
she swept out of the room. 

Miss Sharpe frequently indulp;ed in a sneer; she 
mistook it foif satire, — a prevailing error this; but 
sneering is a blunt razor, and satire a sharp one ; and 
mostincontestably I would rather at any time be cut 
through and through by a keen weapon, than be 
hacked and hewn to pieces by a dull one. To be sati- 
rical, requires some small degree of talent ; whereas 
this same pointless sneer demands only a snarling 
manner, a tolerable degree of gall, and a plenitude of 
•self-satisfaction. 

The whole of that night I passed by Miss Sidney's 
bedside ; and Yiola rejoiced, as she felt the hot blood 
tingirng in her veins, — ^the pulse that beat with fever's 
qtnckened stroke, — the head that throbbed as though 
each throb must be its last ; — ^Viola rejoiced, for she 
thought that death was near. Alas, alaa! was it not 
imnihilation, oblivion, the everlasting rest of the grare, 
rather than death, that she sighed for ? Was it no* 
the wish to cease to live, to think, to act, to be, rather 
than the hope of existence in another and a better 
world, that now occupied her thoughts ? But dire and 
appalling was the public calamiW, that could in one 
single night anticipate the work of years, and blaaidh 
the bright tresses of [Prance's lovely and misguided 
queen ;• and dire and appalling, too, must be the 

* The frequent aUufiions to Marie Antoinette, the quotation 
from Burke, &c., would incline U8 to think thaft cousin Dorothy 
must in her youth have been acquainted With those who were 
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danaestic sorrow, that in oqb single night coalary 
youth, health, and yigonr in the grave. And so it 
proved ; for, after a few weeks of &yer and delirium 
(during which life hung by the slightest thread, and 
during which, also, I never left Viola's side by night 
or day), we had the ecstatic bliss of hearing those 
thrilling words, '^ The crisis is past ! " It was so in*- 
deed ; a short time more, and she was amongst ub once 
again. Mr. Sidney had never even asked to see his 
daughter during her illness, yet for many days, whilst 
her life was in peril, he r^nained closely shut up in 
his own apartment ; but now that she was again per« 
mitted to join the family circle, he approached her, 
and, at his wife's requesit, slightly kissed her pale 
cheek. 

" Viola," he said, " I here promiae you never to 
recur to what is past. I ask not your secret from you ; 
but beware," he added sternly, ^most fiercely, " of its 
ever heing forced upon me. Mark me well, girl ; you 
know that I am not wont to »peak at random." 

He left the room, followed by Mjs. Sidney; and 
Viola threw b^elf in reckless &enzy on the floor, 
and sobbed aloud. "Who can have betrayed me?" 
she exclaimed; "he knows all, all ! Oh, Dorothy, have 
you indeed been so baae, bo false, so treacherous ?" 

" Viola," I answered, " I may have had my suspi- 
cions [I could not but have had them], as to the 
individualL on whom you have placed your affections^ 
but whatever those suspicionB weue, whatever they 
are^ they never have been, and nev^ shall be divulged. 
I believe your father ^oke jou mevB surmise." I did 
not tell her, that^ as night after night I had watched 
over her, when in her delirium sl^ besought me to 
throw open the window, that the kee^i w might blow 
on her leirered farow, i had «een ait all h0u»3^ isx all 

eye-witneeses of tke iaragic horroTS of l^e fierotiitioii. AH, in- 
deed, ^rUl TCmember the rom«Qtic and ehivalMusdevetioQ ivldtli 
HkeHadgr^s, 'mHi ioaoQ^y ooe expepiiai^ bore to the nemojry of 
Marie Antoinette. — Ed. 
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weathers, a tall form boyering near our dwelling, like 
an unquiet spirit haunting the spot where its best 
treasure lies nidden. I have seen one standing mo- 
tionless, with hat slouched over his dark brow, with 
folded arms, gazing on the casement whence shone the 
solitary taper, that nightly told of vigils in the sick 
chamber. Even when the heavens had opened their 
flood-gates, and the heav^ rain came down with dilu- 
vian force, still that sohtary man retained his rigid 
posture ; it seemed as though his feet were rooted to 
the earth. Whether Mr. Sidney's warning voice had 
any reference to this apparition, I could not tell. 

As to any reports and conjectures that might be 
afloat in the world, we were of course in utter igno- 
rance ; since, during Viola's illness, all visitors were 
denied admittance. We had indeed seen a paragraph 
in our daily paper, worded as follows : — 

''The abrupt disannulling of a marriage contract 
between a certain noble earl and the beautiful Miss 

S has given rise to various rumours in the fajshion- 

able world. We have, however, undeniable authority for 
stating that a deficiency in the lady's marriage portion, 
which only came to light at the last moment, has 
placed an msuperable barrier in the way of the pro- 
jected union. The earl of has, we understand, 

taken his departure for the continent." 

There was one other paper, too, directed to Miss 
Sidney, iu (what was evidently) a cramped, feigned 
hand. I opened it, for I suspected that Mr. Lyndham 
had chosen, by some private mark, to make this paper 
a medium of communication, fearing, perhaps, that a 
letter would fail to reach her ; and in that case I felt it 
would be worse than useless to let her see it. In vain, 
however, I hunted through every column ; there was 
no cabalistic cipher, *ov Coptic mark, that I could 
discover ; at length, however, my eye fell on a para- 
graph, headed in Brobdignagian letters, "It is good to 
be off with the old love, before you are on with the 
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new ;" containing a coarse and calumnious allusion to 
Miss Sidney, and marked with so due a proportion of 
initials and of asterisks, that it was impossible to mis- 
take the indiyiduals alluded to. This was a Sunday 
paper, too, on the principle, I suppose, of " the better 
day, the better deed." Whilst with mingled grief 
and indignation I was still gazing on the paragraph, 
Mrs. Sidney entered the room, and, being unwilling 
that she should have the pain of perusing this cruel 
slander, I thrust the paper into a drawer, purposing; 
to destroy it, the minute I could do so imobserved! 
In the mean time I was called away to Miss Sidney, 
and on my return I foimd, to my dismay, that the 
paper was gone. In vain I searched, in vain I made 
strict yet guarded inquiries ; all alike professed entire 
ignorance ; and, consoling myself with the assurance 
that it had been inadvertently destroyed, the circum- 
stance soon passed away from my recollection. 

Mrs. Sidney, after the approved feshion of mater- 
nity, inflexibly maintained that all her children were 
equally dear to her, and. from constant repetition 
of the same, she had fully persuaded herself of its 
truth ; still I could not but fancy that Dick was, to 
all intents and purposes, her favourite child, as the 
boy himself averred he could twist her round his 
thumb. Dick Sidney was not bad-hearted, but he was 
thoughtless, rebellious, mischievous, and idle, — an 
incipient Sadical, a most promising demagogue; 
abounding in practical jokes, and excelling in that 
comprehensive qualification best known by the name 
of teasing. Dick was certainly never known to let 
anything stand in the way of a joke ; although, when 
he found he had really given pain, he was instanta- 
neously seized with a devout ht of penitence, which 

always lasted until the next temptation. He had 

been sent for from school, on account of his sister's 
projected marriage ; and he had remained at home ever 
since, firstly, because during Viola's illness no one 
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had had time to think of him ; and afterwards, because 
he had a slight cough : and by constantly talking " of 
damp playgrounds, and of sc»ne poor fellow who had 
died at bs school, about four years since, of consump- 
tion," he had ingeniously contrived so to work on hiB 
mother's fears, as to prevail with her to keep him at 
home until the warm weather had set in. At length, 
however, Mr. Sidney interfered, and declared that 
the very next day he should be sent back to school. 

Dick was immediately seized with a furious fit of 
barking — be even applied his handkerchief to his face 
— ^whether to oonceal his tears, or hide his laughter 
(as his mother bid his father "only listen to that 
tearing cough "), I will not venture to decide : but — 
" Pathers have fliaty hearts, no tears can move them'* 
— ^remonstrances, cough, and handkerchief, were alike 
thrown away on Mr. Sidney; he was impracticable. 
Dick perceivings with a boy's unerring instinct, that 
his cue was submission to the patris potestas, saga- 
ciously resolved upon making due preparations for 
his return ; he hinted to his mother that she had not 
yet ordered hiB cake, &uit, &c. ; he told Yiola that he 
was coming to sit in her roojpo, that she might aid him 
in packing his toys ; and he reminded her of some 
trining presents she had promised to make him. Yiola 
had ever been an unfailing resouree to her brothers 
and sisters, in all their little difficulties ; and she was 
now, regardless of her own sorrows, entering, with 
affectionate alacrity, into aU Dick's schemes, and list- 
ening, with earnest good faith, to his gasconading 
vaunts of scholastic prowess and dexterity. At length 
he brought his kite to her, the train of which was 
damaged, and asked her to repair it. 

"But I have no paper, Dick," said Viola; "you 
i»U9t get me some." 

" Ah, but there's the rub," replied Dick; " I 
don't know where to look for any ; I have already had 
nearly a quire this morning iroin Marables ; 'tis usel^a 
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asking that old curmudgeon for any more. Oh ! I 
know, I know," shouted the boy ; " I'll fetch you 
plenty in a trice." Away went Dick, and returned 
with the rapidity of light. 

I was busily engaged in fine-drawing an inveterate 
fracture in Dick's coat; which, he assured me, with most 
provoking nonchalance^ he had cut on purpose. Th^ 
following conversation, therefore, fell imheeded on my 
ear ; — I indeed heard the words, but, at the time, I 
scarcely took cognizance of their meaning i—. 

" Ha ! " said Viola, " how did you come by this paper, 
Dick ? I am sure my father would not approve of 
your reading it. How came it into your possession ?** 

" That's tellings," answered the boy ; " so cut away, 
and ask no questions." 

" "Well, Dick, if you persist in not telling me, I must 
show it to my father." 

" No, you won't." 

" You will find, Dick, that you are mistaken." 

" I say you won't. Miss Viola, for your own sake — 
there's for you!" and he snapped his fingers exult- 
ingly. 

" For my own sake ?" 

" Yes, yes ; there is something there that concerns 
you, — so Miss Sharpe and Marables say ; not that we 
can quite make it out. Look here." 

" Oh Dick ! Dick ! what have you done ?" exclaimed 
Viola ; " how could you be so cruel !" 

I sprang towards her — for the tone of agony in 
which she spoke had effectually aroused me. Her finger 
still pointett to the odious paragraph — her lips had a 
nervous quivering motion — her eyes glanced wildly 
around. Tears and speech seemed anlce denied to 
her. 

Dick looked terrified ; he threw his arms about his 
•Sister's neck * 

" Don't, Viola," he said ; " don't look so. I didn't 
mean to vex you, I am sure ; for, after all, I like you 
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better than all the rest of them put together ; and if 
Glenalbert is gone off, what does it matter ? I^ere's 
more lords than he in the world. Why, there's Villiers, 
of our school, will be a lord some day or other ; so 
don't pipe," he continued, as the tears now fell &st 
down Viola's cheeks ; '^don't cry, Tiola, — ^I didn't mean 
to vex you." 

" Oh ! I know it, I know it, Dick," exclaimed his 
unhappy sister ; ^' it is not your fault. But sun I, in- 
deed, so spoken of, Dorothy ? Do I thus stand as a 
mark for public scorn and contumely P Is my good 
name, my reputation, credit — ^all that a woman. need 
wish to UTO for — ai^ they thus blasted, vilified, jcalinn- 
niated?" 

Never had I seen her so moved* I told her that 
none would give credence to the libel (I spoke of the 
low estimation in which the paper* was held). Still 
the mere circumstance that such an anecdote liad 
appeared in a public journal deeply agitated her. I 
now turned to Dick, and asked how he had .come by 
the pap er. 

"Why," said the boy, " I was rummaging about 
the room one day, in search of something to cat up 
into chairs and tables, when I espied this in the table- 
drawer; and, just as I' was carrying it off, whom 
should I stumble on but Marables, who took the p^^er 
from me ; and, when she had looked at its name, she 
was in high glee ; and away she took it to Miss Sharpe, 
and they put their wise heads together ; and, in short, I 
heard them whisper a great deal about Yiola ; but Itold 
them if they did not give me back the paper, I woidd 
tell all that they had been saying ; so they returned, it, 
and I threw it mto my box along with my toys ; and I 
had forgotten all about it, until I chaiicea upon i^ 
this morning, when I was clearing out my uiings* 
However, I'll tear it up now, Viola, smce I see it vexes 

* This paper has, doubtless, been long sinoe consigned to tbe 
tomb of tne Capnlets.— Ed. 
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you : — ^there it ^oes ; no one will be able to put those 
bits together again, and my kite shall do as it is : so 
kiss me, like a good-natured creature as you are, and 
think no more about it." 

Yiola did kiss him moat affectionately ; but that she 
thought of it, long :and deeply thought of it, 1 saw but 
too plainly. 



CHAPTER XVI. 

I have sold aU my trumpery ; not a coimterfeit stone, not a 
riband, glass, pomander, brooch, table, book, ballad, knife, tape, 
gloye, shoe-tye, bracelet, horn, ring, to keep my pack from'fiuit- 
ing ; they tm-ong who shall buy first ; as if my trinkets had 
been hallowed, and brought a benediction to the buyer : by 
which means, 1 saw whose purse was best in picture ; and what 
I saw to my own use 1 remembered.— ^haksfeabie. 

What man art thou, that thus bescreen'd in night. 
So stmnblest on my counsel ? — Shaksfeabe. 

Tuo passed on ; Yiola was daily acquiring strength ; 
And we nnrere, to fdl ^appearance, the some as we bad 
.been before that hapless .episode. We were sitting at 
breakfiBhst one morning ; Mrs. Sidney was attentiyely 
.perusing a printed circular ; interrupting herself every 
now and then by joyous exclamations of : 

'' Well, I neswr read anything so cheap ; rich satin 
at 3s. a yard, white blond at Is. 8d., chintzes at 7s. the 
dress, latest patfcems. Ton my word, these are bar- 
gains ; let me see the name, * FleeoeaQ and Co., 
Oheapside.' Cousin Dorothy, you must go there to- 
day KKT me ; should you be tired, you can take a coach 
one way, either there or back : but, as you are a good 
walker, i thmk it wiU be anlr a pleaaailt trip far tou. 
Ole jimiger gids want re|aJly xiggmgf for "the 
summer: Viola's wardrobe is well stocked" — ^and 
Mrs. Sidney sighed deep^. *^ If you go early, you 
will be home in time for dmner. Only make a bargain 

k2 
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with tbe people, that thej shall send home the things ; 
it will be quite worth their while, and it will save 
your taking a coach.'' 

Mrs. Siimej furnished me with a long list of articles 
that were quite indispensable. She prudently added 
a few things that might be wanted at some future 
period, and which I was on no account to let slip 
through mj hands, if I could but secure them at 
reasonable prices; and she invested me with full 
powers to purchase any article, of any genus, species, 
or variety (whether or not I could discover the use to 
which,, either presently or remotely, it might be 
applied), if the same were but offered me as a very 
tempting bargain. 

Mrs. Sidney, however, had the precaution to furnish 
me with a stated sum, which I was strictly forbidden 
to exceed. Thus accredited, I set forth on my mis- 
sion ; and arrived at a dark, dingy, pestiferous shop, 
lumbered with articles, whose colour, texture, and 
quality, were alike indiscernible in the chiaro scuro of 
a semi-blockaded window, and cumbered with shop- 
men, who rushed about in tumultuous confusion, as 
though in momentary dread of an execution. Alas ! 
long before the indispensable articles were purchased, 
my stock of cash, like the days of Barbauld's beggar, 
was dwindling to its shortest span ; the cheap satins 
turned out to be nothing more than thin Persians, 
the blonde had been all bought up, and the chintzes 
proved cottons of the coarsest description, that a maid 
of all work would have scorned. In one thing only I 
was successful : the men promised to send home the 
goods I had purchased ; — and, sick and faint &om the 
closeness of the atmosphere, my head aching with the 
deafening clamours, I left the shop. It was not till I 
got into the street that I perceived the day was 
rapidly drawing to a close. I walked very fast, but it 
was dusk ere I reached my own neighbourhood, and 
the lamps were not yet lighted. 



i- 
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Tliis is the most unpleasant of aU hours for a 
woman to walk alone ; when, in the dim and partial 
Hght, age and ugliness may be mistaken for beauty, 
and a rusty black gown and yellowish-whitish swan's- 
down tippet may be exalted into the " purpled, 
ermined robes of royalty." Accordingly, I felt that I 
had, for some time, been dodged. I walked on yet 
faster, but the footsteps gained.on me. At length, in 
very despair, I stood still, and threw back my veH ; for 
I thougnt, if my pursuer can but gain a glimpse of 
my face, I am safe from all further mo;estation. 

Quickly he advanced. I knew him well ; he knew 
me, too. I would have fled, but retreat was now 
impossible. 

" Yes, it is you," said Mr. Lyndham ; " I thought 
I could not be mistaken. Do not hurry on so; I 
must speak with you " — and he forcibly put my arm 
within nis. ^' She has been dying, has she not F Will 
you not answer me P I know you hate me ; I knew 
you always hated me ; but she used to say, that the 
wretched had ever claims on your sympathy ; and 
where will you find one more wretched than I ?" 

" Mr. Lyndham," I replied, " you are unwise to 
detain me;/ you have done mischief enough already; 
would you yet work more ? What is the use of your 
thus pursuing her, thus hovering near the house P Mr. 
Sidney will never listen to you, even — " 

He interrupted me. " I know it, for I wrote to 
him, mentiomng my affection for his daughter, and 
soliciting an interview ; I wrote to him in the humblest 
terms ; I demeaned myself before him ; I crouched in 
the dust, and I received an answer, — such an answer ! 
A man whose soul is in his purse ; cold, calculating, 
mercenary." 

" Hush!" I said, " Mr. Lyndham, I cannot, will 
not, listen to this." 

I strove to free myself from his grasp, but he said, 
^' Have patience, madamj I shall not detain you long ; 
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I have but to make one request, it is the lost &w)iir I 
shall ever demand at your hands ; you will not then, 
I think, refose to giant it. I am going away &r 
years." 

'^ I am very glad indeed to hear it," I exclaimed ; 
" it is the best "^ling you can do." * 

" Thank you," he said, bitterly. " Tell me, why 
hwve you taken such a dislike to me? or latlier, 
why, m)m the finrt moment I saw you, did. you regard 
me with looks of dafiance and miBtrust ; why- hav e yo u 
constantly rejected my evCTy proffered oivihty ? "Was- 
it a* crime to love her R Say, rather, how could I have 
steeled my heart against such peerless excellence, 
such imriyaUed fascination P" 

I had by this time arrwred in my own street; 
I bounded forward, and attained the st^r of the 
door. 

'' Take this," said Mr. Cyndfaam, thrusting a lelter 
into my hands ; ** it oontaine only my fiiroweU." 

I was such a soft-hearted fool, that I had already 
half relented in his: &Tour; but I thought of Lorn 
Glenalbert, I thought of thatpartin^scene, and I said, 
" I will not deliver this note, Mr; Lyndham." " As I 
spoke, I threw in on the pavement ; iiie' door opened, 
and I entered to weep plenteously. Mrsi ^dney, 
however, soon sentfor me ; and being closely questioned 
by her as to my morning's success, I fiankly confeseed 
my delinquency; and said, in excuae, t&at haying 
tossed over and over the merchandise, I had been 
forced to purohase several articles at usurioua: prices, 
in requital of the trouble I had given. 

Mrs. Sidney appeared greatly annoyed, and she 
said, '^ I- was a fool to think of sending you ; Dorothy, 
I wish you would bear in mind the notable aphorism, 
that ' most persons are slaves because they cannot say 
the monosyllable no ;' but I wish, also, th^ would 
send the &ings — I conclude tiiey are good of their 
kind;" For my own part, I secretly, dreaded their 
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BTjArsi, for I tbonght thej woiild scarcely stand the 
test of a well-lighted apartment. I afterwards found 
I might have saved my credit ; the packages were 
never fated to arrive ; Meeceall and Co.'s goods (as we 
learned upon inquiry) having being seized that very 
afternoon, and my ill-fated mission serves only " to 
point a moral, or adorn a tale," being an abiding 
caution to all bargain-loving housewives. 



CHAPTEE XVIL 

See wbere she stands ! a mortal shape indeed. 

With love, and life, and light, and deity, 

And motion, which may change, but cannot die ; 

An image of some bright eternity ; 

A shadow of some golden dream ; 

A metaphor of spring, and youth, and beauty. 

Shellet. 

L'amant que j*adore, 

Prdt aine quitter, 

B'un instant encore 

Voudrait profiter ; 

F^cit^ vaine ! 

Qu'on ne peut saisir, 

Trop prfes de la peine 

Pour dtre unplaisir. 

Madams D'Houdbvot. 

It was, I think, about a week afber my interview 
with Mr. Lyndham, an interview I had scrupulously 
kept secret fi?om Viola, that Mrs. Sidney received the 
following letter £rom Mr. Strickland, the gentleman 
under whose fostering care Dick Sidney was placed. 

" JSolh^ Lodge, 
" Mapav, 
" I deem it a duty incumbent on one, holding, as I 
do, the onerous and responsible situation of head 
master at a- preparatory school, to inform you that 
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Master Sidney, lunring, on his arriyal at Holly Lodge,, 
evinced manifest symptoms of a certain titiUation in 
the bronchia, commoiuj called a cough, has, I grieve 
to say, by divers flagrant and glaring acts of impru- 
dence, ejuiggerated the said malady, and is, at this- 
present moment, undergoing the durance vile of con- 
iinement to his bed ; a measure I had recourse to at 
the instigation of our Esculapius, who avouches that 
his young patient has certain febrile indications arising 
from the catarrhal complaint. 

" In conclusion, maoam, I have the satisfaction of 
assuring you that Master Sidney bears his incarcera- 
tion wi¥ far greater pMosophy than I could have 
expected ; having stipulated only, that he should be 
plentifvdly suppled v^tb curraat>% ; a request with 
which I have not failed to comply, being certified 
from experience, that the argvmentum ad gulam is 
always most efficacious in these cases. 

" And, finally, entreating that you will not suffer 
your maternal fears to be too easily excited, 

" Permit me to subscribe myself, 

'^ Yo\xr grateful and obedient servant, 

" J. VicEsiMUs Stbicklasd.'* 

Mrs. Sidney, however, did suffer her maternal fears 
to be very much excited, and it required all Mr. 
Sidney's eloquence to prevent her setting off that very 
evening to visit her son ; at length she yielded, and the 
carriage was ordered for an early hour the ensuing 
morning. HoUy Lodge was situated in the neigh- 
bourhood of TwickenhEbm, and as Miss Sharpe had a 
sister living at Richmond, it was settled that she 
should be dropped en route, whilst Margaret and 
Lucy were to accompany their mother for the benefit 
of the country air. 

Viola and I were accordiugly left alone on the 
morning in question ; we repaired, as usual, to her own 
light, elegant apartment. But she, who was wont to 
be so actively employed ; whose powerful mind was 
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ever grasping at some new acquirement ; she to whose 
intellectual being occupation was once as necessary as 
air and food to her animal existence, now sat listlessly, 
swaying herself to and fro in melancholy abstraction, 
her hands drooping on either side, her eyes wandering 
with purposeless regard, as though they knew not 
where to fix. It saddened me to look at her. 

" Dear Viola,'* I at length said, " will you not read 
to me ?" 

" O yes, I'll read," she answered, vacantly ; " I 
have done nothing else all last night, and the night 
before, and the night before that too ; I do not think 
I shall ever do aught else but read this, this. She 
drew a letter from the folds of her dress ; I deemed it 
was that same one of which she had spoken to Lord 
Olenalbert ; and I said : 

'^ Viola, I am disappointed ! firom you at least I 
expected far other and better things ; I did think that 
you would have battled and struggled with this vain 
yet opposing weakness ; and by a life of active piety, 
of strenuous exertion, and never-failing vigilance, I 
hoped that you might redeem your past errors, and 
regain the love and good opinion of your parents, 
which, you must be aware, you have by your conduct 
forfeited; above all, I trusted that you would once 
more learn to respect yourself." 

Viola and I had indeed changed characters; she, 
who used to lead all around her, and myseKin es- 
pecial, — she, who I once fondly thought could do no 
wrong, now listened in silence to my upbraidings, and 
was humbled and abashed as a chidden child. She 
drooped her eyes, whilst the tears trembled on their 
long lashes; but hastily she dashed them away ere 
they fell down her colourless cheek, and raising her 
head, she said, " I could be aU that you say, Dorothy,. 
1 would be all that you describe, if I might but see 
him once again; once before he leaves England for years, 
perhaps for ever. Small prospect, indeed, have we of 
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ercr meeting upon earth aran. But read this, 
Dorothy; it will speak for nim, it -will plead for 
me far bettep than anything I could say. Bead it 
aloud." 

" Dear Viola," I said, " of what will it avail my 
readmgtiBa?" 

" Much ! much !" she replied. 

I took the letter from her. It was written as I 
thought he would write. Pervid, eloquent, impas- 
sioned, insinuating. I manrelled not that, to her 
partial apprehension, it seemed to breathe the very 
spirit of sincere loye and rapt devotion. He men- 
tioned his Implication to her father; he mentioned 
likewise its result, guardedly, as though he would 
spare her feelings, yet with suppressed bitterness, as 
one who chafed against the restraints he had im- 
posed on himself; and then suddenly he changed his 
tone, and spoke of banishment, of exile in a strange 
land, of the drear opaqueness of an isolated spirit, 
of one dead before his time, dead in heart, and lost 
to ff^pathy. He finished by* imploring that she 
would grant him a parting interview. I thought (pep* 
haps I was prejudiced) that the whole of this had its 
source more in the imagination than the heart, and I 
returned her the letter, unmoved. 

" Can you resist that ?** said Viola. " I can, I 
must," I replied. 

She threw herself into my arms. ' " If you can resist 
that, at least I know you cannot — will not, resist me. 
Dear cousin Dorothy, your arrival here was a blessing 
to me ; from the first moment that we met, my heart 
wanned to you. Tou were my earliest friend, my 
confidant, my counsellor. In sickness you have 
watched over me ; in sorrow you have soothed me ; in 
joy you have sympathised with me ; often have you 
forestalled my slightest wish ; never have you refused 
my most trivial request ; — ^then do not, oh, do not, 
d«iy me now. If you, indeed, ' hold me in your heart,' 
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if my- hsppinBBS is valuable in your sight, you. mil 
grant my prayer. By your blighted hopes, by your 
<;heeiiess.youth^ by your neglected age, hear me, oh, 
hear me, Dorothy. I ask but for one short hour, — 
I ask but to bid him farewell. You shall be present, 
jou shall hear each word I utter. I will enter into- 
no engagement ; I only ask to see him once more ; I 
may never see him again " 

"Viola," I said, softened even to tears by her 
entreaties, " I may rely on you, I think?" 

" Do I look as if I meant to deceiTB you P" she 
replied. 

I sazed on her &ir, open brow, — ^I looked into* 
her clear, lustrous eye — I threw my anns about her 
nedt, and said, " I can refuse thee nothing." Feiv 
hi^s I was wrong", but^ even if that time were to 
come over again, should I act differently P Alas ! I 
fear not. ^^^ % 

I took upon myself the taftk of infbnning Mr. 
If^dham that I yielded to his solidfcations, and 
would permit him to make his final adieus in person. 
I despatched my note by a trusty messenger, having 
fixed an early hour for his visit, as I wasmost anxious 
to anticipate Mrs; Sidney's return. Perhaps* also (but 
it is an ungraciouB task to tent our modves to l^e 
quick) j I secretly hoped Mr. Lyndham would be firam 
home when my note arrived ; and, having ascertained 
that Marables, whose inquisitorial propensities I rather 
dreaded, had, "just stept out on an errand," which I 
knew, &om experience, meant* neither more nor less 
than that she had taken herself off for the entire day, 
I awaited, as best I might, the result' of my sununons. 

Viola sat at my feet ; her lips moved slightly : — ^per- 
haps she was pr^anng what she had to say ; perhaps 
she was seeking for strength to meet l^e coming trial ; 
but, as his impetuously hurried knock was heard^ at 
the street-door, and his weIL*knawn step ascended the 
49tair8, 1 mailed her colour come and go with the 
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rapidity of the Buminer Ughtning ; and the conviction 
rushed fiill and strong upon mj mind, that I had acted 
most unwisely in permitting this interview. Viola 
saw and understood mv anxiety ; and, pressing my 
hand with energy, said, "Do not fear me, cousin 
Dorothy." 

The door of the apartment flew open, and Mr. Lynd- 
ham entered. 

That scene might have served as a rare study for 
an artist's pencil. 

The mid-day sun poured his fervid rays into the 
apartment, with an effulgence that would have proved 
insufferable, had they not been partially obscured by 
the pale rose-coloured draperies, which threw a mellow, 
harmonious light on all around. The room was redo- 
lent with the fragrance of innumerable plants, rich in 
blossom, " gay with a divinity of colours," — ^for it was 
the month of June, the season when the floral goddesa 
keeps her prime festival, and the flowers come forth in 
theur brightest holyday suits, to do her honour. Tliere 
was silence in the ambient air, and silence on !the 
earth ; an universal stillness reigned without— aidreamy 
lotus-like slumber of forgetfulness seemed to have 
fallen on the world — ^that more than sabbatical rest, 
which so often pervades the trafficless quartei^s of Lon- 
don during the solstitial heat of a summer's noon. 

And there she stood — ^that pale girl, like some rare 
piece of Grecian sculpture, so passionless were the 
eyes ; but the half-parted lips gave that breathless, 
eager look, which oft-times makes the marble seem " a 
thmg of life :" — ^and there, too, on the threshold of 
the apartment, stood that haughty young man, as one 
who hesitated whether he should advance or recede. 
His bold contour of form and feature, his dark brow, 
rendered yet darker by the conflicting passions that 
seemed struggling for mastery, as he cast a flerce, and 
almost vindictive glance on me, and then bent his eyes 
fixedly on her, with a gaze, half tender, half reproach- 
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ful; all alike suggested to me^ that, with jiist such a 
look of mingled scorn, love, and compassion, must 
Coriolanus have greeted Yolumnia, when she advaned 
at the head of the Eoman embassy. 

There was a profound silence for several seconds. It 
was broken by Mr. Lyndham. 

" Is it to be ever thus ? " he cried. " Am I, then, 
never to see vou alone ? "Will you, can you, thus 
allow yourself to be under tutelage. May you not 
speak or move, but at her beck and bidding r " 

Then approaching me, he said : 

" Madam, my engagement here is with Miss Sid- 
ney, — of her, and not of you, I solicited this in- 
terview: may I now request you to leave us [in 
private ? " 

But Yiola, who had hitherto remained like one 
spell-bound, now eagerly exclaimed : 

" It is at my request she stays ; but for her we should 
not now have met. She does not, never did, control 
my actions. You are free to speak, as I am free to 
hear ; only you must be brief — each minute that you 
stay is fraught with danger." 

" How can I be brief," he said, passionately, "when 
perhaps I see you for the last time — when I have 
3iat to tell would last an eternity ? " 

He began from the moment of his introduction to 
her at Tiirretcliff ; he meant not, he said, to extenuate 
his conduct ; for, from the very first, he had felt his 
danger, but he had braved it ; and he added, vehe- 
mently, that were he possessed of the enchanter's 
wand, and could recall the past from the fathomless 
abyss, where it lay sepulchred, he would willingly 
again incur the mighiy risk, so that he might but Hve 
o'er again those few hours of unmingled oliss which 
had chequered his blighted and joyless existence. He 
had not, he said, meant to involve her ; for, in his 
wildest dreams, he had never ventured to hope his 
love might be requited. He then went on to speak of 
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his proBpects in life. He said that his fostime was 
small, but that his profession was one which, sooner 
or later, would yield a plentiful harvest ; — and he told 
of a splendid career, which was now open to him in 
India, where he was about to practise as a barrister. 
He then burst into an eloquent harangue on the 
selfish and cruel policy of which those were guilty, 
who should attempt to separate two beings whose 
tastes were congenial, whose hearts were devoted to 
each other ; and he spc^e wildly of parents o&xing 
up their children to the Moloch oi ambition, and 
drowning their cries mth tiie .dangour of the marriage 
bells. 

To all this, Yiola listened in silence ; and, after a 
pause, Mr. Lyndham resumed; but the fierce and 
excited manner in which he had hitherto [spoken 
vanished almost abruptly ; and there was a sad and 
melancholy cadence in his voice, as he said, that, when 
£rst he kaew her, his future life seemed to vibrate 
between good and evil — that she had already done 
much for him — ^that she had taught him to form hi^h 
and glorious resolves — that she had inspired him with 
brishtand glowing dreams of excellence — ^that she 
had made hmilove virtue for its own sake. 

Yiola was moved, agitated ; he saw his advantage ; 
and, throwing himself before her, said : 

" And now my fate is in your hands ; will you not 
hearken to me ? Will you abandon me to the fierce 
dominion of my own uncurbed passions ? !N'o, rather 
give me something to live for, toil for, or even to die 
for ; consent but to share my &te, and I feel that I 
may yet, in some degree, be worthy of your love ; I 
may yet live to achieve a name, that men shall honour 
and reverence ; I may yet live to win fjEune's brightest 
crown, and throw my laurels at your feet ; or I may, 
at least on my death-bed, rejoice that life was given 
me as a boon ; but if you forsake me, I am lost, I sink 
in .the slough of folly, dissipation, and revelry ;\my 
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talents waated-my, worse, miauaed; my life a curse 
to myself, a blessing to none. On you, then, hang 
my hopes on earth, my hopes hereafter." Viola wept. 

Alas ! alas ! is there ai^ht that can touch a woman 
like this ? She whose trusting, confiding nature leads 
her ever to cling to another for support, now finds one 
(and he a loved one) demanding at her hands that 
sympathy and succour which her heart aches to refuse^ 
and which to her fragile existence and dependent 
being are necessary, as the life-sustaining air she 
breathes, — she, too, who believes, and trembles whilst 
she believes, now, in her fond credulilr, imagines that 
he for whom (self-unmindful) she would peril all, may, 
.through her relentless, stem resolve, be lost for ever ; 
is it marvel that thus believing, she pauses, weeps, 
and falters in her purpose ? is it marvel that Yiola 
Sidney sobbed aloud, as her head drooped on Lynd- 
ham's shoulder P 

He threw his arm around her, and softly whispered. 
The voiee was low, the words were few ; yet did they 
fidl on my ear with that clear, distinct sound with 
which, in a whispering-gallery, the £a.intest murmur is^ 
carried firom one focus to another. 

" Fly with me," he said. 

Yiola disengaged herself from his embrace ; and 
clear and distinct, too, was her voice, as she answered, 
"Never!" 

There was a brief pause, and calm, very calm, wa& 
her manner : albeit there was something of reproach 
in her accents, as she said : 

" I have done much, suffered much, for you, — ^I have 
betraved one noble and confiding heart — I Imve made 
myself that which woman instinctively shrinks firom — 
the public talk, the public scorn; — ^my most secret 
afiairs have been canvassed — ^my conduct questioned, 
blamed, vilified. I have, alas ! brought discredit on 
all connected with me — I have plunged my parents 
into grief— fciends have learned to look coldly on me 
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— ^my jouDg sisters, on their entrance into life, may 
find their conduct misinterpreted, their most innocent 
actions condemned, because men shall remember that 
their sister vxm a jilt. All this have I done, yet am I 
not prepared to break my parents' hearts ; yet am I 
not so utterly selfish as, in my love for you, to forget 
all I owe to others." 

She had commenced in scorn, but her voice towards 
the close was tremulous from emotion. 

There was something almost sardonic in the 
sneer which curled his lip, as Mr. Lyndham re- 
plied: 

'' This is, indeed, a text which furnishes its own 
commentary. It is at least frankly spoken. I were 
worse than contemptible, should I further intrude 
upon your leisure. Farewell, Miss Sidney. I wake from 
a pleasant, but most delusive, dream. Too late I find 
tlit you have never loved." 

Viola smiled, but it was such a joyless smile ; so 
fraught with heartfelt anguish and rooted sorrow, 
that I thought it would have brought him to her feet, 
humbly to supplicate pardon for his harshness ; but 
haughtily he moved towards the door. 

" Farewell," she said ; " we may yet meet in happier 
times — under happier circumstances." 

His hand was on the lock of the door, when it was 
arrested by Viola's exclamation of his name, in a tone 
of breathless agony. 

He now advanced eagerly towards her, but she only 
said, " Heaven for ever bless you," and she rushed 
through the opposite door, which led to her own 
apartment. 

Mr. Lyndham approached me, and his countenance 
bore that dark, withering expression, which had once 
before so appalled me at Turretcliff. 

" You, madam," he said, " I have to thank for 
this : but for you, I should have conquered. May the 
misery you have this day wrought, the wretchedness 



XSB OTTSK TOLD. 145 

you have inflicted, recoil with twofold vengeance on 
yonrself ; — I can wish you no worse fate." 

Then bowing to me with mock humility, he with- 
drew. 



CHAPTER Xnil. 

We take no note of time 
But from its loss. 

YoTjiro. 

Oh, bitter thought! 

Which leadi to what I was, by what I am. 

Bb. Moqbb. 

Oh, time ! time ! Do the sands in thy glass run 
low P Are thy wings pinioned, that thou thus traQest 
th^ weary flight ? Iiutcrutable enigma art thou, that 
bemg past art still to come. Thou veritable hydra ! 
Thou self.generating, self-propagating mystery ! Why, 
as we gaze on thee with " reverted eyes,*' seemest 
thou to have sped all too swiftly ? Why, as we turn 
on thee our prospective vision, dost thou advance with 
faltering step and slow, as though thou wert weighed 
down beneaui the burden of chances, changes, woes, 
and sorrows, with which thou art so heavily laden? 
Thy course, indeed, hath not been trackless : deep is 
the impress of thy footsteps. 

Kfteen years are passed away since Mr. Lyndham's 
departure; and many and various are the events 
that have befallen us. But first I would speak of 
Mr. Sidney. 

How changed is he ! Bankrupt in fortune, pros- 
trate in spirit, few would recognise the once zealous, 
sanguine, active man of business. Where is the Arm 
step, the upright figure, the keen glance P Gone! 
for ever gone ! and in their place, you may note a 
shambling gait, a shrunken frame, an eye tLat wan- 
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ders restlessly, or is fixed in drear abstraction on the 
ground. He, who during forty years of his life never 
missed his daily walk to the City, never failed to 
make his appearance on 'Change at the veiy moment 
of ^^ closing the market," now rarely stirs &om his 
small gloomy parlour, where, with head just raised 
above the blmds, he notes each passer-by, and shrinks 
if in return they cast a casual glance on the care- 
worn face of the bankrupt merchant. 

But there is another, and a sadder change ; one, 
at least, that touches me more nearly. With sorrow 
I look on Viola Sidney, and mark the ravages that 
grief, &r more than tmie, has wrought in her once 
peerless beauty. Her eve has lost its lustre, her 
form its symmetry, her cheek is pale, far paler than 
it was wont to be; she is grown old before her 
time. 

In Mrs. Sidney I see but little alteration; her 
toilette is rather more elaborate ; her figure is some- 
what amplified ; she frets over her domestic calamities ; 
she frets, too, at the smallness of her apartments, and 
diminution in her list of visiting acquaintance, although 
in confidential moments she owns to us that, '^ Were it 
not for the look of the thing, she should scarcely 
regard the loss of her carriage, as she has so much 
more time to get on with her embroidery j" and she 
points exultingly to a set of chairs, which, with pains- 
taking diligence, she completed in something less than 
five years. She piques herself much on the economy 
disptaved in this arrangement, perversely forgetting 
that tne mounting of the said chairs cost just double 
the sum which she need have expended on a plain set 
of mahogany. 

The other members of Mr. Sidney's family are 

but why should I anticipate ? Wherefore 

should I "leave untried the growth of that wide 
gap ?" Memory opens her flood-gates : old scenes, 
old times, old recollections crowd on me: my very 
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thoughts seem peopled. I am but just risen firam 
a sick-bed (that naunt of egotism) ; wj meditations, 
during the last few months, have revolved in one 
small circle, of which self has been the centre ; I have 
been, so to say, self-ridden. The verj demon of 
egotism has possessed me ; I must exorcise the fiend ; 
I must think of others, talk of others, write of others. 
Mine be the task to link the present with the past. 



CHAPTEE XIX. 

I cannot bear love, like a chancery suit. 
The age of a patriarch depending ; 
Then pluck up a spirit, no longer be mute. 
Give it, one way or other, an ending. 

Bitsok's Sokos. 

TiTEBE are, I suppose, few persons who may not, on 
reviewing their past lives, recall some brief episode in 
their existence, some isolated point in their career, 
which has vanished like a mpming dream or summer 
cloud. The period alluded to may have been one of 
deepest anguish ; it may, on the contrary, have been 
an oasis in the desert of existence ; still, equally has it 
passed away, and left no vestige of its bemg. It has 
seemed to bear no relation to the past, to have no 
connection with the future. 

Such, I soon foresaw, would prove the nature of 
our acquaintance with Lord Glenalbert. From the 
moment of his departure, we found ourselves totally 
estranged from every member of his &mily ; so com- 
plete, indeed, was the severance, that some months 
elapsed ere I ascertained that Lady Maiy Allonby 
had not long survived the separation from a brother 
whom she i£)lized. Even at this distance of time my 
eyes fill with tears, as I think on her early fate ; so 
fair, so gentle, so beloved ! Yet for her had youth's 

l2 
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suimiest hours been prematurely clouded o'er witih 
sorrow; and she had learned to look with an eye o£ 
faith beyond the portals of the tomb. For such, 
indeed, it were worse than vain to mourn ! 

Mrs. Sidney, true to her charact^, did not relin- 
quish without a struggle, all hope of renewing her 
acquaintance with Lady Glenalb^ ; but eyery over- 
ture of civility on her part was met by the oounteas 
and her daughters with haughty insolence, or cool 
disdain. Even the kind-hearted Lady Sarah Herbert 
testified no inclination to resume an intercourse which 
had commenced under such happy auspices, and which 
had promised to be so abiding in its duration. She 
passed the whole of that, to us, memorable season in 
London ; but not once did the sight of her visiting- 
card gladden Mrs. Sidn^*s eyes. 

Mrs. Fbge, indeed, nom her intimacy with the 
Herberts, might still have formed a connecting link 
between the parties, but few things are more con- 
tagious than the defection of Mends (by courtesr 
80 called) ; and Mrs. Page became suddenly afllicted 
with that defect of the visual organs, which the 
learned term myopy, and which, in the vernacular, is 
best known bj the term shortness of sight. Availing 
herself of this conveniently assumed infirmity, Mrs. 
Page, with admirable effironteiy, passed a whole even* 
ing in Mrs. Sidney's society, without evincing the 
slightest symptom of recognition. 

Helen Page, however " faithful found among the 
faithless," still continued to foift her society on us, 
always contriving (by that strange instinct with 
which idle people seem endowed) to fix on our 
busiest hours for her visitations. One morning in 
particular, as Yiola and I were sitting together, both 
vainly striving to persuade ourselves that we were as 
happy in each other's society as we were wont to be 
^ oygo^^ie days, Helen Page bounded into the room, 
her broad good-humoured fiice beaming with intelli- 
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gence (sn expression it rarely wore), and pausing 
not to make the common salutation, with which 
civilized people are wont to accost eadi other, plunged 
at once, after the approved epic style^ into the mioUle 
of her story. 

" WeU, my dear," she exclaimed to Viola, " I have 
such a piece of news for you, — ^you'U be so surprised ; 
I can hardly believe it myself. But not to keep you 
longer in suspense, I am going to be married.** 

" I sincerdy congratulate you, Helen," said Yic^, 
affectionately. 

*' Ah, but I see, my dear, that you are dying to 
know the name of my Mttur — * je vous le donne en 
trois ;' guess, — you can't ! Well, then, Frank Herbert 
is] the man.*' 

" You are jesting now, Helen." 

" Indeed, then," replied Miss Page, " I should be 
very sorry to think it a jest, and yet it really was the 
drollest thing imaginable. You must know we had a 
small party the other evening (mamma woidd, I am 
sure, have asked you, only some of the Herberts were 
with us, and it would, perhaps, have been a little 
awkward for you to meet) ; weU, I was dancing with 
Mr. Herbert, — with Frank I mean (of course I shall 
always call him Frank now) — and the conversation 
happening to turn on marriage, he said, ' Now, Miss 
Page, no one will give me cremt for the assertion, yet 
I am myself quite a marrying man, only I am so un- 
fortunate, I can't get any one to have me.' 

" * Perhaps,' I answered, ' you never tried.' 

" ' Oh,' he replied, * I fear it is , quite a hopeless 
case ; if you will only believe me, I am very much in 
love with you, yet were I to propose, you would of 
course reject me.' 

" ' How do you know that ?' I asked ; * I am sure I 
never told you so.' 

" * What !' he" exclaimed, ' do you really mean it ? 
will you have me. Miss Page ?' 
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" * Can you doubt it, Mr. Herbert ?' I replied 
— ^and 80 the sSair ended ; before the end of the 
quadrille, I had referred him to mamma; he called 
the next Aaj (you can't think how my heart beat), 
but it all went off very smoothly, eyerything is settled, 
and we are to be married almost directly. But the 
most comical part of the affair is, that Frank declares 
he began the conyersation in pure fun, and had not 
the remotest idea I should take nim at his word. Yet, 
after all, depend upon it, we shall be quite as happy 
as though we had gone on sighing and languishing 
through a whole season, yarying the pastime with 
little interludes of coquetry on my part, and heroics on 
his ; of stormy partii^, and reconciliatory meetings. 
I hate your ' neyer-ending, still beginning,' Durandaite* 
Hke cfurtships. I am^always iTT^ngs done off. 
band." 

Haying thus frankly discussed her future prospects, 
Miss Page took her leaye ; but notwithstanding these 
confident anticipations of felicity, hers was, I beUeye, 
anything but a nappy uniQ^. After a brief career of 
profuse extrayagance and thoughtless dissipation, 
Mrs. Frank Herbert threw hersetf out of the pale of 
society. What became of her afterwards I neyer 
knew. Poor thing ! her faults were rather those of 
the head than the heart. She was forsaken, ere she in 
her turn forsook. 
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CHAPTER XX. 

Tis all in vain, it may not last, 
The sickly sunlight dies away, 
And the thick clouds that veil the past 
BoU darkly o'er my present day. 
Have I not flung them off, and striven 
To seek some dawning hope in vain ? 
Have I not been for ever driven 
Back to the bitter past again ? 

F. A« Keuble. 

My son, Sir ! 

CoMio Annual, 

Amply did Viola redeem the promise she had once 
made me, for she yielded Aot supmely to her grief, but 
strove, with all the energy of her powerful mind, to 
rouse herself to action. Par from indulging in vain 
regrets, she shimned the solitude that had once been 
dear to her. Diligently, too, did she apply herself to 
the study of fresh sciences ; and if for one moment 
the book were suffered to fall from her hands in 
listless reverie, a word, a look from me, would 
recall her wandering thoughts, and she would apply 
herself anew to the task, as though her very bemg 
depended on her assidui^. But the hope that once 
gladdened existence had fled ; her character had lost 
its peculiar tone ; the tension of her spirits had been 
too great, — ^they never recovered their elasticity. 

When standing on the brink of some fearful cha^m, 
the dread result of a convulsion of nature, with the 
rocks beneath me scathed by the lightning, or riven 
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by the whirlwind, although I may be awestruck, yet 
do I not feel the aching pity with which I c^aze on the 
lowly finable stone, wearing away beneath the ceaseless 
dropping of the waters, as they £Edl on it with " tink- 
ling plash," surely, yet slowly, performing their work 
of desolation. And as in the natural, so m the moral 
world ; it is not the appalling calamity, which, at one 
rude blow, crushes its yictim to the ea^h, that excites 
my deepest sympathy; for I know full well that the 
very magmtude of the grief stuns us for the time, — 
that its intensity produces a mental numbness, when 
the first oTerwhelminff shock is past ; but rather the 
daily, hourly care, — ^the petty martyrdoms, which are 
never blazoned to the world, — the necessity of min- 
gling with those, whose every word and action jars 
paimully with our keener sensibilities, — the hollow 
task of veiling the aching heart with the smiling lip ; 
— ^these are the trials that wring my very soul to con- 
template, and these had Yiola now to endure in heart* 
silence, and in heart-sorrow ; for to whom might she 
confide her griefs? She remembered her father's 
warning words, " Beware of its ever being forced upon 
me ;" and from her mother it woidd have been vain to 
expect that deme of healthy sympathy which ever 
ligntens, even if it may not remove, the burden of sor- 
row. Mrs. Sidney (with the best intentions in the 
world) would have blamed, lectured, wearied herself 
and sill around her, with fruitless lamentations, and 
finally have applied to her husband for counsel and 
assistance. 

Oh, it is not the matrimonial engagement, tiiough 
it be protracted from year to year, and adverse fate 
f6rbid the union, — ^it is not when approving friends 
sanction the prolonged courtship, and delay weakens 
not the attachment, that an engagement is a thing 
difficult to endure. If of the patriarch it might be 
said, that those seven years' servitude " seemed unto 
him but as a few days," for the love he bore the Syrian 
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inaid, suieljto one of tliat sex, whose earliest tutelage 
is submission to events, and patienee under disappoint- 
ment, — ^whose very existence is one of prospective 
rather than of present bliss, — ^the period m question 
is a season of felicity, far more nian of probation. 
Indeed, it may be famj mooted, whether the days of 
courtship are not the fiurest and brightei^ in a woman's 
existence. How unbounded is then her sway! A 
mimic queen, she reigns, and, monarch-like, she can do 
no wrong ; her wishes are anticipated, her wildest 
caprices regarded as fascinations ; homage and devotion 
track her steps ; she lives in an ideal world ; her path^ 
for one brief while, is strewn with flowers. 

But with Viola Sidney it was not so ; for her thwe 
iremained only the lingermg hope, the dire uncertainty, 
the fell suspicion, and the busy rumour ; the discon- 
nected phrase that fears to wound, the gentle innuendo 
couchin? an hundred meanings in the one, the half- 
breathed word of consolation, that more than all does 
leave its rankling sting behind. No marvel that her 
beau^ feded, ani her spirits sunk beneath the trial. 

In Violal had long centred all my hopes, and with her 
blighted prospects my interest in life seemed to have 
fled. I now endeavoured to occupy myself solely with 
my younger cousins, but in vain ; I looked on them 
with a feeling akin to that with which old Priam is 
represented as regarding his many stalwart sons, when 
the gods had reft him of Hector, btiil, as time revolved, 
and, one by one, they entered on the busy stage of 
life, I could not but sympathise with their £Eulure, or 
success, although very different was the feeling to that 
absorbing and engrossing interest with whidi I was 
wont to regard her who seemed to me as a second 
self. 

James Sidney, having pursued his commercial studies 
to his flither^s entire satisfaction, was now (after three 
years*^ residence on the continent) summoned home, 
and forthwilb assigned his department in the counting- 
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house. Assiduous in his duties, indefatigable in his 
exertions, skilled in all the technicalities of his voca- 
tion, James soon rose into high favour with the heads 
of the establishment ; so much so, that after under- 
going a due noviciate, he was enrolled a member of 
the firm ; and it was soon acknowledged, on all hands, 
that the house had benefited greatly bj the ability 
and intelligence of its junior paitner. 

Not the certainty tnat his son would one day rise 
to the highest honours of the state, coidd have de- 
lighted IVu*. Sidney half so much as did this earnest of 
his future eminence in the mercantile world. He now 
confidently looked forward to a period when the house 
x)f "Brookes, Sidnev, and Co." should become one of the 
most distinguished in the City : it was true he might 
not live to witness so happy a result, but the certainty 
x)f its being efiected, and that, too, through his son's 
intervention, gratified Mr. Sidney's feelings, both as a 
parent and a merchant. It was, I believe, the first 
time my unimaginative cousin had ever indulged in 
that pleasant, yet delusive reverie, entitled a day- 
dream. 

There was, however, one point on which the father 
and son differed materially. Mr. Sidney was prudent 
and cautious, to the verge of timidity, whilst James 
was rash and speculative, to a fault. The petty, yet 
sure and honourable gains in which his mther de- 
lighted, were to the youth an abomination. He was, 
in heart, a gambler, and longed to dear the board at 
** one fell swoop ;" but this propensity, for a while, lay 
dormant. Checked and controlled as he was by the 
higher powers, young Sidney had neither temptation 
nor opportunity for its development. 

In precisely the same ratio that James gratified his 
father s expectations, Dick disappointed them. He 
had left Mj*. Strickland's in disgrace, and had been 
subsequently sent to a public school, where having 
involved himself in some exploits, rather more hazard- 
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ous than honourable, he very prudently (to borrow his 
own expression) tendered his resignation; in other 
words, he ran away just in time to save the odium of 
a public dismissal. Dick's future destination in life 
occasioned no small perplexity to his parents. That 
lulucky scapegoat, the Isavy, was, of course, the first 
profession which suggested itself to Mr. Sidney's 
mind ; but Mrs. Sidney here interposed her veto, so 
that idea was, perforce, abandoned. Dick, himself, 
fascinated by the prospect of idling away his time 
with impunity, dazzled by the anticipation of sporting 
a scarlet coat, and ecstacised with certain glorious 
visions of shooting ad libittwiy stoutly contended for 
the army ; and Mr. Sidney as stoutly opposed. Fac- 
tions now ran high between the parties, for Mrs. Sid- 
n^ sided with her son ; at length a compromise was 
effected. A cavalry cadetship in the Company's ser- 
vice was offered, and accepted ; and as soon as Dick 
had attained the regulation age, he was exported to 
the grand mart for portionless daughters and thriftless 
sons. Many and bitter were the tears poor Mrs. Sidney 
shed, on parting with her favourite child. I, too, wept 
redundantly ; I am sure I can't tell why, for Dick had 
always treated me nefariously. 
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CHAPTBE XXL 

B7 my troth, thou wilt never get thee a husband, if thou be 
80 shrewd of thy tongue, — Shaksfxabe. 

I clftsp'd her hand dose to my breast, 
While my heart was as light as a feather ; 

Tet nothing I said, I protest. 
But — " Madam, 'tia very fine weather." 

Then I follow'd her into the house. 

There I vow'd I my passion would try ; 

But there I was still as a mouse : — 
Oh ! what a dull booby am 1 1— Ritson's Sokos. 

MABaABET, in the mean time, had entered on that 
career which, to Viola, had been fraught with sorrow 
and vexation : but for Margaret m j sympathies were 
little interested : she, I felt, would, from the energj, 
or rather fearlessness of her character, steer her course 
triumphantly through every obstacle. 

How shall I describe her? Bizarre, capricious, 
wild, fantastic, yet withal, generous, fraiik, and con- 
fiding ; haughty, and, at times, insolent to her equals 
and superiors, yet condescending almost to familiarity 
with those beneath her in station ; impatient of con- 
trol, and headstrong when opposed, yet easily 
swayed by even the appearance of submission ; start- 
ling you one moment by a profound knowledge of 
sciences generally considerea beyond the scope of 
woman's intellect, perplexing you the next by a child- 
like ignorance of the commonest every-day topics of 
discourse ; satirical more from exuberance of spirits^. 
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than bitterness of disposition, Ma«rgaret Sidney was 
one of the most original, jet at the same time, least 
popidar persons I have ever met with. Bj her own 
sex she was universally disliked; for women never 
pardon in each other the slightest tincture of eccen- 
tricity ; and although followed, flattered, and admired 
by the men, none seemed anxious to appropriate to 
hmiself what each perhaps deemed might prove rather 
a dangerous possession. Poor Mrs. Sidney, herself 
the thrall of nishion, and bond-slave of decorum, was 
driven nearly wild by her daughter's wilful defiance 
of the Mede and Persian laws of society. 

To Yiola the eternal routine of dissipation in which 
her mother and sister had involved uiemselves, was 
most wearisome. Gladly would she long since have 
seceded from those gay assemblages; but at her 
mother's express desire she continued to accompany 
her to the '' midnight dance, and public show," for Mrs. 
Sidney still entertained some visionary projects for her 
once beautiful and still interesting daughter — ^projects 
which Viola unwittingly nourished by her bearing in so- 
ciety, as, refusing to dance, she now invariably attached 
herself to that class of dowagers who, decked like an 
Indian idol, blaze forth resplendently in gems and 
gold, or passed the evening in earnest conversation 
with two or three little withered old gentlemen, who, as 
Margaret phrased it^ looked exceedingly like shrivelled 
apples ; &om all which, Mrs. Sidney concluded, some- 
what unadvisedly, that Viola would, in the end, marry 
a wealthy nabob. 

And thus did Viola occasionally gain desultory 
tidings of MLr. L^dham's proceedings ; but uncon- 
nected, and unsatisfactory in the extreme proved the 
intelligence thus acquired, as, fearful of betraying 
herself, Viola was, as she imagined, most guarded in 
her interrogatories. This, indeed, might have been the 
case, although I have generally observed that young 
ladieS; in their inquiries after absent loverS; greatly 



158 'tis AH" OLD TALE, 

resemble that wise bird the ostrich, who, when he 
buries his head in the sands, forgets that his whole 
body is exposed to the hunter's aim, and fancies that 
because he cannot himself see, he must be, of neces* 
sity, screened firom observation. 

Certain it is that Miss Brookes, after many a cross- 
examination, which would have done honour to a 
juvenile barrister, who, flushed with success at having 
obtained his first brief, is bent upon *' astonishing the 
court," and forthwith fastens, with teeth and talons, 
on a trembling witness, in pretty much the same 
fashion as Grimalkin pounces on her helpless victim, 
and then lets it go for awhile, only to gripe it a little 
harder the next moment: — Miss Brookes, I say, 
having ascertained that Mr. Lyndham was, in some 
measure, instrumental to the estrangement of Yiola 
and Lord pienalbert, had furnished herself with a 
vast stock of miscellaneous gossip, for the most part 
tending to prove that Mr. Lyndham, so far from being 
inconsolable, was on the point of uniting himself vnth 
wealth and beauty. Miss Brookes was (Miss Sharpe, 
perhaps, excepted) the most gratuitously spiteful 
person it has ever been my lot to encounter : indeed, I 
am not quite sure that she could help it, for I some- 
times think she was malevolent from temperament. 
Of one thine; I am confident, that there are a set of 
persons in the world to whom malicious observations 
are indispensable, as being the means of preventing 
yet more critical ebullitions of temper. They act as 
does the safety-valve to the steam-boiler. 

All these things considered, I did not give fiill 
credence to Miss Brookes' communications, although 
I certainly had not any superfluous reliance on Mr. 
Lvndham's constancy. But Yiola, in the very spirit 
of her sex, auguring of his attachment, from her own 
devoted love, gave but little heed to these reports. 
Alas ! for the " unities of time and place ;" I am quite 
sure they are very good things in their way, but I 
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never could understand them, so I sliall now revert to 
Mrs. Sidney, and speak of her views with regard to 
Margaret. For once, there was something respectable 
in her maternal solicitude to see her daughter happily 
settled in life, for Margaret's vagaries might nave 
disquieted a far more reasonable woman than Mrs. 
Sidney usually proved herself to be, although I did 
not think her choice the most felicitous imaginable 
when I heard her fix on Mr. Middleton, as one to 
whom she would most gladly intrust her daughter's 
future destiny. 

Mr. Middleton was, when I first knew him, a 
solemn, and rather) forlorn-looking individual of fifty, 
or perhaps " inclining to three-score ;" but he was, at 
the same time, a most absolute gentleman, irreproach- 
able in his demeanour, imexceptionable in his con- 
nections, and, for the most part, considered an unde- 
niable acquaintance. His conversation was ponderous 
and uninviting, being at once exhaustless and exhaust- 
ing. His commonest expressions took the form of 
apothegms, his most original observations were pos- 
tulates. In the East, where wisdom is said to consist 
less in originality of ideas, than in a fluent application 
of the thoughts of others, Mr. Middleton would have 
ranked as a man of first-rate abiUties, for he was weU 
primed with quotations, both in prose and verse ; and 
was in the habit of lavishly, and as I thought, un- 
seasonably, decorating his discourse with them. To 
be sure, poor man, he had rather an overweening 
sense of his own importance, being most comfortably 
oblivious that the world had gone on in pretty much 
the same style before he made good his entry into it, 
and would, in all probability, remain in statu quo long 
after his bones were mouldering in the dust : 

" Like Dobbin, who around the globe would look^ 
And his horizon for the earth's mistook." 

Then too he was a sort of Mecaenas in his way 
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" Had seen Sir Walter's head, Lord Byron's laat. 

And once with Southey*s wife's third oonsixi ao^." 

And was himielf literary after a formidable maimer, 
havizig written a topographical essaj on thB site d 
some '* lost land," and a piulcdogical treatise entitled 
^'An bumble attempt to prove what were the £is 
English words evnr spoken." His private factnne wu 
considerable, and be held a lucrative situation in s 
public office, added to all which, civic dignities had 
been literally showered on him, and Mir. Sidaej 
venerated him accordingly. This partiality "was fufir 
reciprocated b j Mr. Middleton : he liberally bestowed 
onus all his leisure hours, devoting to our sefviee 
every public as well as private holiday, dining* with m 
whenever he was invited, volunteeristg his oompany in 
the evenings, and never fiuling to besiege our door 
as often as l^e happened to be passing our way. He 
was precisely what the Bomans would have designated 
by the emphatic term, Musca.* 
Hh Mrs. Sioney was certainly quite right in imagining 
that Margaret was the attractian which drew Mr. 
Middleton thus frequently to our house. He was 
evidently much dazzled (as your solemn wiseacre is 
wont to be) by that halfplayfm, half wayward vivacity, 
which formed so striking; a feature in her oharaoter. 
Still, whether dumbfounded by her raill^y, or unwil- 
ling to resign the privileges and irreeroonsibilities of 
bachelorship, he came, and went, and came again, 
seeming each day ready primed for the critical inter- 

* It is consolatory to find, that " JBores^ are not of very recent 
date, for we learn that even the Bomans had a nickname for 
those who were guilty of inflicting on others the annojanoe of 
nndesired companionflJiip : theyctSled them Muscas. It is to 
this, we presame, cousin Doit>thy alludes in the text, althou^ 
we cannot help ol^erving, that we much fear the good lady is 
getting pedantic ; surely die has not so soon foigotten her own 
vehement philippic agauist the sprinklers of science and smat- 
terers in learning with which she £sivoured us at the commence- 
ment of this Btoiy. — Ed. 
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"SSC^i ^"y^^«*^g without having had 

XSsTd C K^'™^^ profoundly aa often as he 

ratheTSc^i^lfti' ^^ W'^^'^^ *°' °^ 
Even I ^tihS^ -f ^T. pantomimic gestures. 

tupe w«« ™; Tisitings of conscience after his depar- 

to W ' Wnti^^i?r°^ r''"? ,compeUed to listen 
dotes : he S ^1„T^ mveterately convolved" anec- 

Dot pr^pr °°' "^^ '*'^ ^- Middleton did 



CHAPTER Xxn. 

ne merchant scant digested this, 
mat he so much must pay. 

EiTsosi's Ballads. 

B<»st not to me the charms that gT«:e 
Xl>e finest form, or fiuiest fece : 

Wealth, wealth is beauty-to the wise. 

;^me then. Oh ! come, and with thee bring 

«h! bring the deeds of thy estate, ^ 

Ibj quit-rents, mortgages, andpUte. 

HsmiT Cakteb, 

■4- \f^ ^°Z ^^^^ *** ^P®*t of ail event distressine in 
itseu, but far more calamitous in its results. Thn 
head clerk of the establishment died. He was a man 
01 an unassailable integrity, and self-forgetting probity. 
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TJpwarda of thirty yefga had he toiled indeiktigaMy fiar 
the benefit of the firm ; ever the first at the desk in 
the momiBg, and the kst to leaye it at night. Xt was 
but seldom that we met, yet he remaina indelibly im- 
pressed on my memory. Even now 1 see him in mj 
mind's eye, tall and gaunt in his person, -with an 
herculean strength of finme — ^a man he was, who 
mi^ht have "danced equipped fiN>m head to &ot in 
mad." Winter and summer alike, he wore a uniform 
suit of iron grey. It mi^ht be owing either to this 
circumstance or to his rigorous hanesty, that he had 
receiyed the sobriquet of the " iron cheat," a cogno- 
men which hung by him to the day of his death. No 
one ever dreamed of calling him by his patronynuc, 
which was 1 think (for my memory is not quite acaca- 
late on this point) Macpherson. He had an earnest 
love of his yocation, mamtaining, as he did,. unflinch- 
ingly, that arithmetic was the key-stone of all science ; 
and in an unwonted fit of enthusiasm, he would desig- 
nate it a golden study, being happily unconscious that 
in so doing he was hoyering on a pun. His was 
rather a loye of the firm in the abstract, than any 
affection for the members thereof in the concrete. 
Had the names of Brown and Smith, been suddenly 
substituted for those of Brookes and Sidney, to him, it 
would haye made no difSsrence ; he would haye felt 
only that he was still head clerk of the establishment,, 
and that as such it behoyed him to serye his patrons 
faithfully. 

After his death a will was found legally signed and 
sealed, containing the following bequests. Twelye 
shillings per annum were settled on his fayourite cat 
during her lifetime, for board and lodging ; thirteen 
and nmepence ditto to the sweeper at the comer of 
the street where the counting-house was situated, 
(being the precise sum he had fdlowed him during the 
laot fifteen years) . Both these legacies were under the 
direction of Messrs. Brookes and Sidney, as trustees,-. 
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and finally the house of Iti^usio^ss wa^ mmf^i 93 resi- 
duary legatee. 

I think there might have b^n about one hundred 
pounds in caah, his watch and seals, and a richly 
chased tobacco-stopper. Nevei? befp?e ha4] I see^ 
MJr. Sidney so moTed as on the death qC this old and 
faithful servant. Adequately to supply his place wa^ 
a task of no little difficulty ; and wWn, from amidst 
numerous competitors, o^e was at length selected to 
fill the responsible office, what « rare contract did he 
form to his predecessor ! 

Mr. Green Hoskins (for by this euphonious con-, 
junction of names he persisted i^ being called) was a 
gentleman of noticeably fanjall stature, and stout in 
proportion, I mean out of proportion ; his complexion 
was remarkably dark for an. EnglishmAi}, yet bearing 
an extreme poHsh ; his head looked as though it had 
lately receired the tonsure ; but the few wandering hairs 
that time or the patent brush had spared, were col- 
lected in a small tuft on the very supimit of his 
cranium, &om whence they bristled forth like a scout 
on a banren eminence, being appa^^ently only stationed 
there to spy out the nakedness of the land. He had 
a slow gHdmg step, a suspicious glance, and a fle^ble 
manner ; his voice was almost inaudibly low, his word? 
seemed to fall upon velvet, and he had an unreliable 
habit of dove-taUin^ with every opinion. He was 
finical in his dress^ bechaiined and beruffled like a^y 
petit maUrey the very moral of one who should say, 
'^ look and die." His handkerchiefs were always 
redolent of some overpowering perfume of his own 
manu&cture; his wristbands were constantly drawn 
down over his knuckles (an unhappv practice this for 
one in his vocation, as witnessed the ink spots with 
which they were duly stained), and on the little finger 
of his left hand he wore a large diamond, or perhaps, 

f>a8te rinf , the stones of which formed the initial 
etters of his compound name, as though he chal-* 

ic2 
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longed any to dispute with him the possessioii 
thereof. 

Such as I have described him, Mr. Green Hoskiiu 
soon made himself' most popular, both in the dwelling, 
and in the counting-house. 

I cannot precisely explain how he contrived it ; but 
certain it is, that, whilst the "iron chest" (notwith- 
standing his long services) dined with us once onlj in 
every term, in order that the balance-sheet might be 
freely discussed between the heads of the firm and 
their confidential clerk, — Mr. Green Hoskins, on the 
contrary, received an hebdomadal invitation ; and, 
although James was the instigator of this civility, Mr. 
Sidney made no objections to it, neither, strange to 
say, did his wife ; for the head clerk had insinuated 
himself surprisins;ly into her good graces, perhaps 
because he talked much of a lapsed baronetcy in his 
family, and had a dexterous knack of alluding to his 
brother, the member (although, by the way, there were 
many sinister reports afloat, amount the inferior clerks, 
as to the legitimacy of this relationship), perhaps be- 
cause he drew patterns for her embroidery, sorted her 
crewels, and matched the countless shades at her 
favourite shop in the city, thereby saving her many a 
tedious peregrination. [Neither did his civilities stop 
here. He played tolerably on the flute, and deferen- 
tially offered to " accompany the young ladies, when- 
ever business was over early." Nay, more ; he volun- 
teered giving lessons in arithmetic to Miss Sharpe ; 
and, as he paid her infinitely more attention than she 
had ever received from any thing in the form of 
man. Miss Sharpe was transported ; and I forthwith 
observed, that, whenever he was expected, she not 
only adorned her &ir person with scrupulous precision, 
but was in the habit of granting Lucy a half-holiday, 
with full permission to spend it any where hut in the 
school-room. The frigid Miss Sharpe was visibly 
thawing ; never before had I seen her so gracious. 
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I thought then, and I still think, that Mr. Sidnej, 
shrewd and observant as he was, and accustomed to 

Erobe men's motives to the quick, would scarcely have 
een deceived by this super-ci^ty, and obtrusive 
attention on the part of his head clerk, had not his 
mind, at this time, been pre-occupied by affairs of the 
most pressing moment. 

It would appear, that the firm of Brookes and Sidney 
had, for some time past, been in the habit of receiving 
anonymous communications, touching the solvency of 
a house in Hamburgh, with which our own had trans- 
actions to a considerable amount : but, to reports thus 
imaccredited, the English firm gave little heed, secure 
in the good faith, and long-tried integrity of their 
German correspondents ; only when, in answer to a 
claim made on them by our establishment, the Ham- 
burgh merchants sent a shuffling and voluminous 
reply, — and actually crossed and re-crossed their letter, 
in red and blue ink, after the fashion of an epistolary 
young lady — ^the English house took the alarm ; and 
personally to examine into their affairs, before their 
credit should be publicly questioned, became a matter 
of urgent necessity. It was, I think, with rather 
selfish policy, that the house of Brookes and Sidney 
resolved (at whatever risk or inconvenience to the 
foreign establishment), on immediately closing their 
own account, thus precluding the Gl^rman firm (who, by 
the way, were considerably in debt to our house) from 
all possibility of recovering their ground ; or, in case 
of the worst, from compounding with their other cre- 
ditors. 

On Mr. Brookes, as incomparably the best linguist, 
all continental excursions had hitherto devolved ; but, 
at the time of which I am now writing, he was suffer- 
ing from indisposition, and strictly ^rbidden, by his 
physician, to nsk the perils and fatigues of a voyae^e. 
There was some talk or sending James ; but Mr. Sid- 
ney, although placing unlimited confidence in his son, 
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felt that the mifision in questkni wtrald peqi^ 
Qtmoflt secresy, pttlience, and ciroiimBpeckiozi, d 
tot which James was certainly Hot remaiicalil 
Mr. Sidney finally resolved upon going in I»era| 

I am little skilled in the deta^ of banne^ 
therefore I shall condense within a few lines thm^ 
actions of many months. \ 

Shordy after Mr. Sidney's de)Mitdi«, ]|&. S^ 
indisposition assumed a more serious form, so 
so, as totally to incapacitate him from attending 
business oi the house. James was thefteffore m 
entirely to his own devices. Aided and ahetui, 
the head clerk, he plunged madly into the most \ 
aardous speculations; these, as might be expeii 
fuled; and in his anxiety to meet the pressings d^nali 
of needy adventurers, he granted bills on the hou^ 
a serious amount. 

Mr. Sidney was detained fiur beyond the time he h^ 
calculated on; at length, however, he sigiufied bi 
intentiiMi of retuming home. The day, too, was ftf 
^proaching when the bills would become dtie ; aD<. 
James saw with agony that there were not sufficien 
fimds in his possession to meet the demand. But tb( 
misguided youth was well nigh dxiv^i to desperatioi 
when he found that the head derk had suddenlj 
eloped with a considerable sum of money. The alam 
was not con&ied to the counting-house; it soon spreac 
like w&d-fire to our residence ; for on the v^ evening 
of Mr. Green Hoskins' &ght, Miss Sharpe was reported 
absent without leave. Great was the alarm, indefst- 
tigable the search ; at length a return of *' non est 
inventa** was given in by Marables, who looked briin- 
&11 of intelligence ; and on being closely questioned 
by Mrs. Sidney, she deponed as to the &ct of Miss 
Shaipe's having, for some time past, testified a vivid 
sense of Mr. Gtre&a. Hoskins' attractions. Being fur- 
ther interrogated, declarant averred that Miss Sha^e 
had, one line morning, left the house, attired in robes 
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of viigin white, and that she had, in the presence of 
two or tiiiree witnesses (of' whom deponent was one) 
commuted her much-vaunted independence, for the 
privilege of bearing Mr. &reen Hoskins' name. No 
wonder Miss Shaarpe should have been ashamed of con- 
fessii]^ her delinquencjyr. She certainly was quite old 
enough to have knownbetter. Neither w«9 it surprising 
that Mr. Green Hoskins should have entailed on him- 
aelf the care and protection of a wife, whose temper 
and person were alike cousiderably the worse for wear, 
Miss Sharpe having, truth to teU, a very pretty pro- 
perty, the united product of her own savings and of 
two small legacies, which had been bequeathed to her 
during her residence with the Sidneys ; which pro- 
perty was vested in good government security. Nei- 
tiier argoments, persuasions, nor yet the tempting 
prospect of securing far higher interest for her money, 
could ever prevail on Miss Sharpe to place her pro- 
perty in the house of business ; for she was, as I have 
oefere said, universally acknowledged to be a shrewd, 
sensible woman. How strange it is that your shrewd, 
sensible women should always, in the end, make fools 
of themselves ! If any other excuse is wanting for 
Mr. Green Hoskins, let it be remembered that, at the 
time of espousing Miss Sharpe, he could scarcely have 
had the pleasing prospect of enriching himself at the 
expense of the firm. It was now clear to all parties 
i^t Mrs. Green Hoskins, like a faithfuL wife, had only 
followed the fortunes of her husband. I do not think 
we were any of us sony to be quit of her. 

But to return from this digression. On discovering 
Mr. Hoskins' deMcation, James Sidney seemed to lose 
all command of his feelings ; and, finding himself un 
able to fiEUse the ruin he had caused, drei^ing to me^t 
his father's rightful indignation, the young man fled 
to America (that modem Alsatia), leaving a farewell 
note for his disttacted mother, and a detailed state- 
ment of his malv^iiations, for his father's future guid- 
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ance. But little did tliis now avail; for when Mr. 
Sidney returned home, irritated at the dead loss which 
his house had sustained, owing to the failure of the 
Hamburgh merchants, — ^^a fauure so entire, that not 
even a dividend could in the end be expected from 
them; and when, too, this accumulation of misery- 
burst upon him, and he learned the mad speculations 
of his trusted son, and the villany of his confidential 
clerk, no wonder that his energies were paralyzed, his 
faculties benumbed. There jet wanted two days 
to that on which the bills must be taken up, or the 
credit of the house lost for ever ; and at any other 
time, Mr. Sidney, from his various resources, numerous 
friends, and high mercantile reputation, might indu- 
bitably have yet made head against the impending 
ruin, and honourably discharged the obligations which 
his son had entailed on the house. But now it was 
found impossible to rouse him ; he moved sa one in a 
dream ; the advice and remonstrances of his friends feU 
alike unheeded on his ear ; and it was soon bruited 
abroad that the bills of Brookes and Sidney had been 
noted for dishonour. The run on the. house for the 
next few days was tremendous ; and, before the end 
of the week, it was publicly announced that the firm 
had stopped payment. The senior partner was spared 
this final blow ; he died suddenly on the very day that 
the bills became due, owing, as it was supposed, to 
the. intelligence having been abruptly communicated 
to him ; and his frame, enfeebled as it was by indis- 
position, proving incapable of sustaining the shock. 
In vain might I attempt to portray the scene which 
followed the announcement of the bankruptcy; vainly, 
too, might I essay to describe the stem ana concen- 
trated anguish of Mr. Sidney ; the demonstrative grief 
of his wue; the iQ-suppressed mortification of the 
high-spirited Margaret ; the clamorous reproaches of 
Mrs. Brookes and her daughter ; the tears that Lucy 
Bhed for others far more than for herself; or the calm 
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resignation with which Yiohi regarded their &Ilen 
fortunes. 

All that Mr. Sidney had now to depend on was the 
generosity of his constituents ; and these, for the most 
part, came forward with greater promptitude and 
uberality than might have been hoped for. All indeed 
seemed to compassionate the &ther, whilst they heaped 
reproaches and maledictions on the son. Many ad* 
yised our retiring into the country, but neither Mr. 
nor Mrs. Sidney could endure the thought of leaving 
London, and we therefore engaged a very small lodging 
in that quarter of the metropohs which answers to the 
<< no man's land" of a ship (a sort of neutral ground), 
being neither fashionable nor yet unfashionable, neither 
the city nor yet the west end, nor yet again what some 
haye been pleased to designate the terra incognita of 
Bloomsbury and its vicinity ; here did Mr. Sidney and 
his family nrst experience the stem truths and leaden 
realities of life, and heavily did they weigh on my 
cousin Charles's spirit. Servants were dismissed, all 
extraneous expenses curtailed, plate, furniture, horses, 
&c., were of course given up to the creditors, and I 
began seriously to consider where I might find an 
asylum for my declining years, as I felt I might now 
be regarded by my couBins in the light of an incum- 
brance. I therefore seized the first opportumty, when 
Mr. and Mrs. Sidney were alone, to impart to them 
my resolution ; but no sooner had I broached the sub- 
ject, than Mr. Sidney interrupted me, and said in his 
sternest manner, although the import of his words was 
very kind : 

" Bemember this, cousin Dorothy ; whilst I have a 
roof over mv head, and a crust of bread to eat, vou 
shall be sheltered by the one, and share the other. 
You have been a fiuthful iriend to me and mine in the 
days of our prosperity, and a grievous wrong would it 
be if we should cast you off in the time of adversity.'* 

And Mrs. Sidney, looking up from her embroidery 
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frame, assured me in her wannest manner, that I should 
entail on them no additional expense, as in the event 
of my leaving, they should be forced to keep another 
servant. 

]!^ot many months after the failure, Margaret beosme 
the wife of Mr. Middleton. There was a delicacy and 
disinterestedness in his coming forward at such a 
period, which ought, and perhaps did, influence har in 
his favour ; but I don't quite know,->— I sometimeB fear 
she accepted him from the sole motive of raising hei^ 
self above what she was pleased to term a humiliating 
state of depffi:id6noe. Certainly she could have had 
little respect for one whom she had been in the con- 
stant habit of designating dull as a Nov^nber morning, 
and tedious as a Prussian law-suit. The disperi^ 
between them in years was great ; but that of temper, 
inclinations, and pursuits was frr greater, and often 
made me tremble fc^ iheir future happiness* Mrs. 
Sidney did not participate in my anzie^ ; she only 
regretted, that, owing to their recent misfortunes, site 
could assemble no gay retinue of servants and carnages, 
or brilliant c<»icourBe of admiring friends, to oelebmte 
her daughter's nuptials. 

There is another person of whom I must say a few 
words before I lay down m^ pen for awhile. Maxa- 
bles, although of the '^ antique world," Was soarody 
one of those who '^ sweat for duty, not for meed ;" Ae 
hsad been always something ** between an hindrance 
and a hdp ;" but since the bankruptcy, the former 
•quality had preponderated to suoh a degree, tiiat, on 
Margaret's marriage, Mrs. Sidney gladly acceded to 
Marables' proposition '^ of taking up her residence 
with dear Mrs. Middleton, for the remainder of her 
days." She is with her at this present time, and I 
oft^i think, exercBses rather an undue infiu^ice over 
her actions. Alas, fdr the woman who permits hereelf 
to be governed by her maid ! 
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CHAPTEE XXin. 

La monotonie dans la retraite tranquilise Tame ; la mono- 
tonie d&ns le grande monde fiitigue Tespfit. 

Madame "Dt Sta£l. 

Why did I maryy? 

]pBbvoitiBD HusBaM). 

^' fifiUBXrt le peuple domt Tldstoire ennuie." If 
there be truth in this aphorism, it certainly would 
hate been very difbmk to find a happier fftixulj than 
ourselves during the Bix years which followed th« 
bEinkruptcy, for an^ thing more *^ ennuyaut" than our 
history during this same period would prove, is, I 
think^ impossible to imagine. Our life was indeed 
monc^^onous in the extreme^ one day being the echo 
of another ; yet to Viola there was 6o(mething iiiex* 
pressibly soothing and tranquillizing in this unvarying 
routine, when compared with the forced excitement 
and joyless dissipation of the years l^at had preceded 
it. Hiappy she could scarcely be called, for in her 
fi&ther's gloomy and hopdless depression, in her mo* 
ther's nervous irritability, in the dread uncertainty 
too under which she laboured as to her elder bro- 
ther's welfare, nay more, his existence, when yeara 
lulled aWay without bringing any tidings of th6 fugi-^ 
live, — ^in bR this there Was much to imdden her ; at 
first, indeed, we had tsrembled for Mr. Sidney's reason, 
as, unmindfbl of all around him, he would sit for hours 
Imoding over vofiie visionaiy scheme ; and then, start* 
ing abruptly fifom his chaiir) would ask wildly for his 
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hat and Rtick, and declare that " he must be off to the 
city, for that Brookes and the Iron Chest would be 
waiting for him." (It was strange that during these 
temporaiy aberrations he should never have alluded to 
either James or Hoskins.) In moments such as these, 
Mrs. Sidney, who, like the astute Erench monarch, 
drew a broad line of demarcation between falsehood 
and finesse, would endeayour to tranquillize her hus- 
band's mind bj the assurance, that it was a public 
holjdaj, and consequently, there would be no business 
transacted by the house ; but this stratagem, after a 
short while, failed to deceive, and when, on consulting 
his pocket-book, Mr. Sidney would detect the impo- 
sition that had been practised on him, his paroxysms 
of rage and desperation were fearful to behold. Yiola 
then resolved on pursuing a totally different line of 
conduct; and placing herself one day next to her 
father, she entered into a detailed statement of the 
bankruptcy, pressed on his recollection every minutf^ 
circumstance connected with his ruin, spoke of Mr. 
Brookes' death, dwelt on her brother's flight, and 
expatiated on Mr. Hoskins' perfidy ; and then it was 
that Mr. Sidney threw his arms about his daughter's 
neck, and wept like a child ; those were the first tears 
he had shed since his boyish days, and abundantly did 
they relieve his over-firaught heart. From that mo- 
ment he was calm and collected, although he became 
' the victim of a stem and settled despondency. He 
was such as I have described him m the opening 
chapter of this book. 

In the midst of all these trials and sorrows, Viola 
found in her youngest sister a boundless source of 
consolation. Sacred and beautiful is the tie of sister- 
hood; holier, truer, firmer than that of friendship, 
inasmuch as it is of God's own linking ! [Never have 
I seen this bond more closely cemented than in Viola 
and Lucy Sidney. Theirs was, indeed, a "fair en- 
counter of two most rare affections." On Lucy's side 
there mingled in the unlimited confidence and fearless 
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unreserve with which she imparted to Viola every 
thought of her heart, an ahnost filial reverence, a 
questionless submission to her sister's judgment ; and 
there was something inexpressibly touching in the 
watchful tenderness and matronly anxiety with which 
Viola regarded that young and gentle girl. How 
often have I sighed, as I have listened to Viola's pro- 
jects for Lucy's future destiny ; how sedulously she 
meant to guard her from all evil ; how resolved, that 
for her, at least, love should assume its gayest, &irest 
form. I sighed, for I remembered there was one for 
whom, in bygone davs, I had indulged yet brighter 
visions ; and how haa they sped ? Lucy was but fif- 
teen at the time of the fadure, andT greatly did she 
resemble what Viola had been at the same age. She 
resembled her in symmetry of form, she resembled 
her, too, in the chiselled regularity of feature ; but 
still there was wanting that infinite variety, that inter- 
mingling of the light and shadow of expression, for 
which viola had been so remarkable. The difference 
between the sisters was as though you should place 
an elaborate and highly finished copy of one of the old 
masters next to the glorious, glowing, almost breathing 
original. Li brilliancy of colouring, in the exquisite 
finish of the details, there might, perchance, be little 
perceptible difference between the pictures ; but still 
we should vainly seek in the copy for that indescrib- 
able look of soul, which must be felt rather than 
defined: and yet there were not wanting many to affirm 
(and Mrs. Sidney was amongst the number) that Lucy 
was yet prettier than Viola bad ever been. Prettier, 
perhaps, she was, but far less lovely. 

Of Margaret we now saw but Uttle ; operas, balls, 
and flutes engrossed her time, to the exclusion of every 
social duty and domestic tie. She had, on her mar- 
riage, commenced, ynth. all the zeal of a newly-formed 
ministry, the reformation of what she was pleased to 
term the abuses of the home department. 

Poor Mr. Middleton was sadly dismayed when he 
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found that liig quiet, elegant bachelor dinnen^ nith 
their fiftultlesB appointments, blameless cook»]r, and 
few select guests, were suddenlr superseded b^ stiffing, 
erowded banquets, at whidi the assembled oompsiiy 
were &r more numerous than the table would hold, 
the clatter of whose voices mingled, as he said, most 
inharmoniously with the pleasant jingle of the knifes 
and forks ; for Mr. Middleton had a SkTOurite theory, 
that eating and talking were ^uite incompatible ac- 
complishments. But he was dnven wild when, in lieu 
of his evening conversazione, Margaret introduced the 
iniquitous diversion of a regular hand fide ball. 

Li vain Mr. Middleton declaimed, harangued, and 
dogmatised; Margaret alternately laughed and stormed, 
raved and ridiculed, ^et ended dv carrying her pcnnt 
victoriously. Sash, indeed, would have been the man 
who should attempt to compete with Mrs. Middleton 
in a war of words. If, as we ore told, gravity is the 
source of that harmony which jprevails in the universe^ 
how unfortunate it was that it should have &.iLed to 
afctune the jarring interests of this iU-assorted pair ; 
torgramty was indubitably the distinguishing feature 
in Mr. IMaddleton's charactw. 

Seldom have I seen any one more entirely devoid of 
that subtle, delicate, intuitive quaMeation, ycleped 
tact, a qualification which, when possessed in perteo* 
tion, may rank as an additional sense, and thus it was 
that, in the daily intercourse of life, Mr. Middleton 
blundered most wofuUy ; he was for ever putting inop- 
portune questions, making mal hpropo9 observations, 
and pressing on every vulnerable point, — ^all this, too,. 
with the Wildest intentions imaginable. Moreover, 
he was literal in the extreme ; when all around him 
were convulsed with laughter, Mr. Middleton's &ce 
was '^ dark as mourning weed," " the joke was beyond 
him." He was impervious to quizzing ; irony he did 
not understand ; the retort couirteous, or discourteous^ 
were alike thrown away upon him ; the barbed shaft of" 
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mark ; the most hnlliant repartee " flashed in the paa ;" 
but worse than aught else, he would awake to the fiill 
force of a pun, at th^ very moment when the p6rpe<- 
tfator thereof had forgotten that he had been guilty 
of so flagrant an enormity. Certain it is, thab Mr. 
Middleton completely failed to &thom Margaret's 
character, and took everything that she said au ^rand 
mimx. Under more judicious management, Mar- 
garet might have been an intellectual companion and 
affectionate wife ; as it was, she sought refuge from 
domestic altercation in a perpetual round of Mvolity 
and dissipation : but £eu* more culpable than this, she 
fell into that ^nevous error of making her husband the 
butt of her ridicule, forgetful that in so doing, she 
abased herself fiuf mose than she did him in the esti-> 
mation of her friends. I will adduce but one instance ; 
I might, alas ! give several. Not many months after 
Mai^^aret's marriage^ I received a pressing invitation 
to pass the entire day with her : aocorduo^ly I went 
very early, but I found that the hours flew rapidly by, 
for she was in one of her most brilliant moods, now 
making scene after scene pass before my eyes as in a 
shifting panorama; now giving, in her usual half 
sportive, half caustic manner, graphic sketches of 
all h^ new acquaintance ; thus the time sped plea-- 
sanily, until we heard Mx. Middleton's knock at the^ 
street door. 

^' Oh, that's Gboi^e!" said Margaret, in a tone 
that implied, '' now he is come to interrupt us.'^ 
" "What can bring him home so early ?" she added. 

The next minute he entered the apartment; he 
bowed to me in his usual formal, and somewhat pomp- 
ous manner ; then placing himself opposite to his wiie, 
ha gave a slight preluding cough, which was succeeded 
by an oratorical flourish of his left; hand, and, in a 
solemn didactic tone, he commenced as follows : 
_ '^ It is with feelings of sincere, I might say heart- 



176 'tis an old tale, 

felt anguish, that I find myself this day called upon 
to address you on a delicate and momentous subject, 
ODB to mi of absorbing interest, inaanuch ai it 
touches the honour of a man, dear to me as a friend, 
inestimable in eyery relation of life, whose private 
virtues are the faithful handmaidens of his public 
worth. But to the point. Can you charge your 

memory with having, on the evening of of " 

here Mr. Middleton was at fault, and he began 
anxiousljr turning over a multiplicity of memoran- 
dums, with which his pockets appeared to be well 
stowed. 

I suppose I looked a little frightened, for Margaret 
took advantage of the pause to say to me, in a low 
tone, " Don't be alarmed, Dorothy ; when Mr. Mid- 
dleton begins in this way, we must make up our minds 
to it. It will come down slowly and steadily, like an 
autumn drizzle, and continue as many hours. Com- 
mend me to a good thunder-and-lightnifig storm of 
Eassion ; then there might be some hopes of its ex- 
austing itself; besides, that would at least have the 
good effect of clearing the atmosphere, whilst in the 
present case it wiU remain dense and dull as ever." 

Mr. Middleton having, at length, rummaged forth a 
note, proceeded, " Can you recollect having, on Thurs- 
day last, the 30th ultmio, spoken disparagingly of 
MissM'Evoy? Captain M'Evoy, who is, I find, related 
to the lady — [here again he had recourse to his note] 
— ^in the seventeenth degree, being present at the 
time, and seated at the north end of the whist- 
table—" 

" Nay," said Margaret, " if this is to be a reg^ular 
judicial examination, I claim an imparlance ; besides 
we must have it in due form. I know the danger ot 
a client's declaration; I revise to plead in person. 
Coujsin Dorothy, you shall be my counsel ; here take 
this as my retaining fee, it is not worth much," and 
she threw her husband's picture towards me. 
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'^ I condude," said Mr. Middleton, '' that all this 
rhodomontade is only to gaui time. I think your 
woman's wit might have stood you in better stead; 
when you haye completely exhausted your legal Jargon, 
I suppose I may ezpeet a direct answer. Captain 
M'Eyoy is not the only one of my guests whose feel- 
ings you haye wounded. My old schoolfellow, Barlow, 
has declined my inyitation for to*morrow ; he says you 
etare him out of countenance;" — Margaret here 
laughed loud and long — " whilst my worthy brother- 
in-orms, Dr. Heryey, who seryed with me many 
years since in the local militia, dedares that you quiz 
Li bo munerdfiJly, he i^ a^d to enco«nterV" 

'^ Poor dear man !" obserred Margaret, ^ how thin- 
skinned he must be ; but, indeed," die added, " these 
gentlemen do me most cruel wrong ; I haye an exceed- 
ing respect for them. I look on them as noble 
TestigeB of antiguHy, yenerable relics of the olden time, 
rare specimens of monastic architecture, in all its 
styles. Captain M'Eyoy, with his weather-stained 
yisage, his sturdy frame, and his huge columns of 
legs, may be likened to the massiye Saxon. Doctor 
Hervey, with his Bardolph nose, rubicund complexion, 
and brocaded waistcoat, may, by a s^ght stretch of 
imagination, represent the florid Gothic; whilst that 
sexagenarian b^u, your ancient schoolfellow, with his 
'withered face, tottering gait, cosmetic arts, and 
shrunken frame, padded to bok modem and youthful, 
may yery well pass for the mixed and corrupt archi- 
tecture of the succeeding ages, where you know sym- 
metnr was forgotten, and ^ the styles confounded." 

'^ Margaret, you will be pleased to remember that 
these are my oldest friends." 

" "Why, yes, I don't well see how you could haye 
any oUSer," rejoined Margaret, flippantly. 

But Mr. Middleton was unproyokable ; and without 
getting in the slightest degree ruffled, he continued 
in the same slow, prosing style — " Do you puzpose 

s 
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tendering an apoloej to Captain M'EToy, for your 
indiscreet and ul-adTised expressions respecting hia 
cousin P'* 

" Ton my word," replied Margaret, " I am not 
now aware of what I did say, and I certainly do not 
purpose taxing my memory with it ; only you may 
rely upon it, my imormation was correct, as 1 had the 
story irom that prime authority and most veracious 
gossip, my * very worthy and approved' good friend, 
the hvely widow Dashwood." 

'* I hmeve, Margaret, you have before heard me 
say, that I have insuperable objections to your culti- 
vating this lady's acquaintance ; I now insist upon 
your declining all further intercourse with her. 
Although I speak thus mildly, you will find that I 
can be decided, and ." 

" ' No ass so meek, no mule so obstinate,' " mut- 
tered Margaret ; but she had the grace to say it in so 
low a tone, as to be almost inaudible. 

" Not obstinate, but firm," rejoined Mr. Middleton ; 
hearing, as I think, only the last word — ^^ firm in a 
good cause you will ever find me." 

" Ah, it is ever thus," replied Mrs. Middleton ; 
^ men stand godfathers to their own vices, and give 
them the name of virtues." 

" And thus it is, I suppose," rejoined her husband, 
'^ that in the set in which your have lately chosen to 
mingle, the grossest crimes are glossed over l^lde^ 
the insidious titles of indiscretions, liaisons, amoU' 
rettes, &c. It is the pestilent error of the age in 
which we live, that men shame to name the deeds 
they do not shame to act ; and thus, perhaps, is it, 
that the individual who, from the love of notoriety, 
runs counter to the world's prejudices, and indulges 
in petulant vagaries, and wild freaks, to the discomfort 
of all around her, thinks that she has shaken off the 
trammels, which are fit onlv to enslave vulgar minds, 
and glories in her independence." 
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^^ Exempli gratid, myself," said Margaret, archly, 
^'I understand; but, indeed, Oeorge, that same 
society in whichy ou would have me move, your much- 
vaunted aristocracy of talent, inhabit a region far too 
exalted and ethereal for me ; I dare not soar so high. 
You are a philosopher, therefore I need scarcely 
remind you, that in the world of nature the sun is 
deprived of its power of giving heat the instant we 
ascend into the rarity of upper space ; now I would 
much sooner remain on ten^a Jirma, and be cheered 
bj his warm beams, even though I should incur the 
nsk of beinff stifled by mephitic exhalations." 

" This may be Jrj fine metaphor, but it is au 
odious sentiment, Margaret," replied her husband, 
appearing, for the first time, much irritated. '' I am 
a dull man," he continued, *' and consequently this 
flippant feathery style is thrown away on me; I 
require more weighty arguments." 

"Indeed," rejoined Margaret, with her clear ringing 
laugh ; " you surprise me, for I had always heard that 
a feather and a ball of lead descended with the same 
velocity, when dropped into a vacuum, so I thought 
that in your mind . " 

Mr. Middleton waited not for the conclusion of her 
sentence, but abruptly left the apartment. 

How very sorry I was to hear all this ! I now 
earnestly besought Margaret to make some conces- 
sions to her husband, and especially to relinquish all 
society which was displeasing to him. 

"Dear cousin Dorothy," she replied, " take my 
advice, and never interfere between husband and 
wife ; it is a thriftless office ; you incur the enmity 
of one party, and have the thanks of neither ; besides, 
you know weU, that I never yet yielded to compul- 
sion, unless, indeed, it wias to a masterful majority : 
and as to my frien(^ Mrs. Dashwood, the worst that 
can be said of her is, that she is somewhat volatile 
and extravagant ; besides, I am pretty much of CsDsar's 

y2 



180 'tis jls old tale, 

opinion, that it is better to be the first person in a 
Tillage, than the second at Borne ; and credit me, I 
reign supreme in my own little rohere: besides, 
Dorothy, I have not yet given up all hopes of taming 
Mr. Middleton ; ' in time, the savage bull doth bear 
the yoke :' but I pray you," with most petitionary 
vehemence she contmued, as I now rose to depart, '^ I 
entreat you to stay dinner ; I will order it directly, 
for this keen encounter of our wits has somewhat 
sharpened my appetite : indeed, Dorothy, I promise 
to^keep the peace during the remainder of the even- 
ing ;" — ^but 1 would not stay; and it was long, very long, 
before I again consented to pass an afternoon with her. 
Truly has it been observed, that " freedom of ex- 
pression and manner are by no means a proof of 
laxity of morals ;" and I am very certain that it would 
have been impossible to find any person more essen- 
tially correct in her conduct, or of purer mind, than 
Margaret Middleton ; still, as I heard of her being 
constantly surrounded by a set of butterfly youths, 
whisperii^ their fade, uLneaning galkntriis in he^ 
ear, I could not help wishing that she would act more 
in the spirit of the following beautiful lines, — lines 
which I think every woman ought to have graven on 
her heart's core : 

Let this great maxim be my virtue's guide : 
In part, she i& to blame that has been tried — 
He comes too near who comes to be denied. 

Margaret, unfortunately, piqued herself on defying 
the world, and the world (mighty abstraction though 
it be) never suffers itself to be braved or slighted 
with impunity; and so I believe Mrs. MiddletouL 
found, to her cost, when, after the lapse of a few years, 
she appeared to be gradually losing "caste" in. 
society. 

All these things considered, there could scarcely 
have been found a less fitting chaperon for a girl like 
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Lucy; yet Mrs. Sidney could not endure that a 
daughter of hers should be compelled to "blush un- 
seen, or waste her sweetness on the desert air ;" and 
as many circumstances precluded her from personally 
escorting her daughter, it was finally agreed that 
Margaret should act as her proxy ; and, at the age of 
seventeen, Lucy was fidrly launched into society. I 
confess I trembled, for Lucy had one of those malle- 
able characters which are peculiarly open to the first 
impression, but which haying once received the stamp, 
retain it indelibly. Her disposition was gentle and 
affectionate, but she had Httle energy of mind, or 
strength of character, and far less natural or acquired 
talent, than either of her sisters. She was the least 
clever, as Mai^^aret was the least beautiful of the fiunily. 
But I soon found I had little cause for uneasiness : 
Lucy's heart was in her home, her tastes were 
simple her occupations and pleasures alike domestic, 
and she shrank from the career which was now 
open to her; hideed, such was her distaste, that 
alter attendin£^ two or three balls, she wept so bitterly, 
and petitioned so vehemently to be allowed to spend 
her evenings in the accustomed maimer, that Mr. 
Sidney interfered, and desired that she might be 

Permitted to follow the bent of her own inclinations. 
Ihia was all-sufficient with Mrs. Sidney, who knew, 
from experience, that the slightest contradiction to 
her husband's will had now an alarming effect on his 
he^th and spirits ; but she indemnified herself for this 
restraint on her feelings, by venting querulous com- 
pUants, of which I was, for tne most piurt, the chosen, 
although rather unwiUing, auditor. 

" And so," she would say to me, " I have now given 
up all hopes of Lucy's ever marrying. What wiU be- 
come of her and Yiola, when Charles and I are gone? 
Ah, Dorothy, you cannot picture to yourself the feel- 
ings of a mother at the prospect of leaving her chil- 
dren friendless and portionless in the wide world ; 



182 'tis an old talb, 

for although I do not doubt that Mr. (Middleton 
would, in case of the worst, afford them an asylum, 
yet those unfortunate bickerings between him and 
3£argaret would render it anything but a pleasant 
home for Yiobiand Lucy ;" then after a pause, during 
which she had been busily employed in working over 
a spoilt leaf in her embroidery, Mrs. Sidney continued 
— " I sometimes think, Dorothy, for a person of your 
neglected education, you are astonishingly often right 
in your observations ; I remember that you used to 
say riches, and the luxuries of life, were not at all in- 
dispensable to Viola's happiness ; and truh', when I see 
how wonderfully she has accommodated herself to our 
change of circumstances--how cheerfuUy, too, she has 
relinquished all her little elegant pleasures and accomp* 
lishments, — ^I begin to think there was some truth m 
your remark. I am sure that could I have foreseen 
all that has since come to pass, I would gladly have 
permitted her to marry some one or other of her nu- 
merous suitors, wholn she might, perchance, have pre- 
ferred to Lord Glenalbert ; ror I cannot help imagin- 
ing, that some prior attachment must have been the 
cause of her breaking off so advantageous a match ; 
only, to be sure, I have never known Viola act deceit- 
fully towards me, and, if you remember, Dorothy, I 
asked her at the time of Lord Qlenalbert's declaration 
if she had any prior attachment, and she solemnly 
assured me to the contrary. It has always jbeen a 
complete mystery to me ; the more especially as I 
have frequently thought Charles knew something of 
the matter ; if so, he has kept it a profound secret. I 
am sure I have never concealed anything from Charles, 
and he certainly need not have been afraid of trusting 
me. 

I did not answer Mrs. Sidney, for I was thinking 
how worse than vain were all these retrospections, and 
was reflecting how surely, if the time were to come 
over again, Mrs. Sidney would act in the self-same 
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maimer, wlien I was startled from my reverie by 
hearing her exclaim, in a tone of real anguish, '' I am 
sure no mother need envy me my feelings ; bereft as 
I am of both my sons, the one a fugitive, the other an 
exile in a strange land. That James yet lives, I can- 
not for one instant doubt, but I dare not pray for his 
return whilst his father continues so impkcable, and 
declares that he will never see him again : but what 
cuts me to the heart, Dorothy, is, that I fear Dick has 
forgotten me, it is so long since we have heard from 
him." 

Mrs. Sidney here wept uncontrolledly, and it was 
some time before I could console her. These out- 
pourings of grief were, however, very rare; and, 
although indulging from time to time in fruitless 
lamentations, IS&s. Sidney was, in reality, far happier 
than she could be induced to think herself; and day 
by day she was getting more accustomed to the many 
privations incidental to her loss of fortune. 

But I now bethink me, I have quite forgotten to 
mention how the blameless Mrs. Brookes and her 
daughter have sped, since the bankruptcy. The fact 
is, that immediately after that calamitous event, Mrs. 
Brookes signified to Mr. Sidnev, in no very scrupulous 
language, her determination of breaking off all inter- 
course with a family whom she said she should " always 
regard as the murderers of her ever-to-be-lamented 
husband." This estrangement did not occasion us any 
very deep anxiety. 

We afterwards incidentally he^rd that Mrs. Brookes 
had supplied her ever-to-be-lamented spouse's place 
greatly to her own satisfaction, and that Miss Brookes, 
having quarrelled with her new papa, had established 
herself as humble companion to some dowager mar- 
chioness or countess, whose name I have forgotten. 
How Miss Brookes — ^who had been in the constant 
habit of exalting her own judgment into an arbitary 
standard, from which she permitted no appeal, — how 
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she — ^who would have mamtuned to her dying day, 
that '' the shield was all of ^old," sooner than she would 
haye been persuaded to new the opposite side — ^how 
she, I say, could have filled this same situation (which 
Madame de Maintenon has f elicitousty designated the 
''task of amusing the unamusable/') with satisfiiction 
to either herself or her patroness, is a problem which 
I have neyer had an opportunily of solying. But 
digressions in writing are as tedious as the garrulous 

narratiyes of old age, or, 's speeches in the 

house, so I hasten to retrace my steps. 

Thus, as I haye said in the commencement of this 
chapter, without any incident to yi^ the monotony 
of our liyes, six years passed away. To me this period 
seemed a resting-^lace in the journey of life ; to Yiola 
and Lucy Sidney it was a time of ''calm and sinless 
peace.'* Why, why was it of sudi short duration ? or 

rather, why was it succeeded by but I must 

not anticipate. 



I 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

My eyes are dim with childish tears ; 

My heart is idly stirr'd : 
For the same sound is in my ears 

Which in those days I heard. 

Wordsworth. 

Mabgabet haying one morning, by dint of persua- 
sions, remonstrances, and raillery, preyailed on Viola 
and myself to accompauy her to a public exhibition of 
pictures, we set fortn at an early hour, in order that 
we might ayoid the concourse of persons who would 
be attnM^d thither at a later period of the day; but 
Margaret, with her usual heedless inconsideration of 
the &elings of others, had contrived, by loitering on 
the way, straying into shops, and keepii^ up a liyely 
and continuous chat with every individuiu of her 
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acqiudntaace whom she chanced to meet, so to prolong 
the time, that we reached our pkce of destination at 
the very hour which the votaries of fashion seem, by 
one accord, to have selected for their daily lounge. 
The rooms were, therefore, crowded to excess, and 
fatigued by my ineffectual efforts to obtain a satisfac- 
tory view of the pictures, I turned my attention ftom 
the ideal representations of loveliness, to the animated 
beauties by whom I was surrounded ; and pre-eminent 
amongst tnese, appeared a very elegant young woman, 
who was leading by the hand a remarkably pretty 
child of about four years old, whose observation she 
was, as I thought, vainly endeavouring to attract 
towards the pictures. The lady was taU, her figure 
slightly incUnmg to embonpoint^ her complexion radi- 
aufcly &ir, her eyes of a bright sciatiUat^ blue,.and 
her hair of that pale golden tint which time out of 
mind has excited the rhapsodies of poets and lovers. 
To me, at least, she seemed the very perfection of 
northern beauty. 

'' How very absurd it is to show off a child at these 
kind of places," observed Margaret, who was evidently 
much disconcerted that she had not brought her own 
little girl to share in the tribute of admiration which 
was so lavishly bestowed by the assembled company 
on that beautniil child ; at my request, however, she 
asked an exquisite who was hovering near her if he 
were acquainted with the name of n[iy fair incognita. 

"Ton my word, I ought to know," lisped the 
youth, *' but my memory is so inhospitable ; I saw both 
ner and her husband almost every day last year, when 
I was in Italy ; they were considered quite a pattern 
pair ; the lady, in particular, was most exemdary in 
her devotion, W ai she was veiy much the &ihion at 
!EU>me, all the Italian ladies began imitating so fair an 
example ; husbands rose to an extraordinary premium, 
whilst cavalieri serxenti were quite at a discount. It 
really was as singular as it was refreshing, to witness 
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such conjugal affection after a union of four years, for 
^o long 1 understood they had been married." 

" And can't you remember her name ?'* said Mar- 
garet ; "how very stupid you must be." 

" Eieally, Mrs. Middleton, I am greatly indebted to 
you for your very flattering opinion," repUed the dis- 
concerted beau, who evidently^ thought he had been 
most particularly brilliant durmg the last few minutes 
" however," he continued, " I can inform you thus 
much, she is the daughter of a Scotch duke, the Duke 
of Teviotdale, I thick, but I'U see if I can learn her 
name for you:" so saying, he walked away; I did 
not await his return, for I now crossed the room to 
Viola, whom I had observed standing for the last 
quarter of an hour before a small picture, on which 
she was gazing intently. Knowing as I did her ex- 
quisite taste in painting, I was prepared to see some- 
thing very beautiful, but on looking at the picture I 
was far more perplexed than delighted. It represented 
a distant view of the ocean, the waters of which were 
of a dark yet singularly vivid blue, the sun was sinking 
behind the lofty hills in " one unclouded blaze of living 
light." The surrounding country was wild, grand, and 
unquestionably foreign ; such also was the costume of 
the solitary figure in the foreground of the landscape : 
so far all was beautiful and in keeping, yet was I sorelv 
puzzled to account for that indescribable EngHsh air 
which pervaded the attitude, which betrayed itself in 
every Imeament of the hero of the picture. I turned to 
the catalogue, where I found only the words " Portrait 
of a gentleman in the costume of the Corsair," and I was 
smiling within myself at the palpable discrepancy which 
the slight form, Hght hair, and eyes of the individual 
before me presented to the poet's description, when 
suddenly I was struck with some vague recollections 
to which I vainly strove to assign any particular asso- 
ciation, yet it seemed to me that, at some former 
period of my life, I must have looked on that picture ; 
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and I was on the point of applying to Viola for infor- 
mation, when the Httle girl whom I had before noticed 
suddenly rushed past me, and springing towards the 
picture, exclaimed, "There's papa! papa!" 

The beautiful young woman whom I had preyiously 
remarked slowly made her way through the crowd, 
and advanced to the very spot where Viola and I were 
standing ; she was now leaning on the arm of a gentle- 
man. I looked at him, — comd it be? I thought, — 
but no, he was much stouter and older too, and the hair 
had worn away from the temples . and the crown of his 
head. I perceived all this at a glance, for the little 
girl, on springmg eagerly into his arms, had knocked 
his hat to the ground. I could not move, my feet 
seemed firmly planted to the ground, and I listened 
with breathless earnestness to each word that fell from 
their lips. 

" I told you how it would be," said the lady, " she 
knew it instantly, — ^you see it must be like." 

" Indeed then it was very clever of you, my little 
IVIary," observed the father amPectionately, as he placed 
the child on the ground, and parted the clustering 
locks which were now shading her eyes ; " it was very- 
clever," he repeated, " to recognize me in that foolish 
masquerade attire ; I am sure I look like a merry An- 
drew ; but you would have it so, Elizabeth." 

" And was not that the dress," said the lady, " in 
which I first saw you at the marchesa's fancy ball ?" 

There was something of almost adulatory tenderness 
in the tone of voice in which these words were uttered : 
that tone in which I love to hear a man address a wo- 
man, especially if that woman be his wife ; but which, 
to me at least, has in it something singularly disagree- 
able, when, as in the present case, the relative position 
of the parties is reversed. 

Had there been any thing wanting to convince me 
that Lord Glenalbert stood before me, I could not 
have failed to recognise him, as I marked the more 
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tium tiaHonal horror of attzacfcmg observatdon which. 
he evinced, as he aaid, ''My dear Elizabeth, we sliall 
be hnighed at ; these pretty speeches were all ^^ry 
well in the Lmd of lore and song, but here th^ 'wih 
in&Uibly expose ns to ridicule." 

I now looked at Yiola, she was alarmingiy pale : 
£N)in the moment of Lord Olemilbert's approa^ she 
had been yainly Btriring to force her way through the 
crowd ; but she conld not do so without incurring ihe 
risk of attracting his obaerration, which she seemed 
seduloosty to avoid. On the si^ opposite to that 
which LcM GHmalbert occupied, we were complete^ . 
henuned in, owing to the next picture to the ^ Oorsair" 
being the chef ^omvre of the exhibition. It repre- 
sented the interior of an anatooust's stnd[y, wnexe 
''dead men's rattling bones, and reeky shanks, and 
yellow chapless skulls," were strewn about in ghastiy 
profusion; this picture was the grand focus of attrac- 
tion, the ladies, in particular, although Tehementiy 
protestmg that "it was far too shocking to look at," 
were yet clustering round it with inddatigable per- 
severance. To pass on that side was therefore im- 
practicable ; but Yiolay now bending low her head, 
endeavoured to glide hastily by Lord GhlemiLbert ; he 
saw her anxiety, and politely moved his little giil out 
of her way ; in doiog so he looked intently at her, but 
quickly turned his lace away with the ^ression of 
one wno silently acknowledges that he is mistaken. 
Yiola was now passing rapidly on, when Margaret, 
who was at the opposite end of the apartment, ex- 
claimed in her usual careless way (too careless, alas ! 
she was of appearances), " Yiola, do come and look at 
this picture. ' Lnmediately Lord Ghlenalbert was at 
TiokS side, and pouring forth questions, trivial in 
themselves, yet were they uttered m that tone of deep 
interest ia which a man never fails to address the 
woman whom he has once sincerely loved. I heard 
him ask after every member of her mmily,'even " Cou- 
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sin Dorothy" was not forgotten. I must say I thought 
this rather strange, for I was at that very moment 
standing close beside him; I could see indeed that 
Lord QlenaJbert was much aged, — I could see too 
that Viola was sadly changed, yet I did think that 
those fourteen years had passed very lightly over 
my head, — I certainly did not fancy that I was much, 
if at all, altered ; I would have given worlds to say, 
" Don't you know me, my lord f" but I felt that I 
should burst into tears if 1 spoke. « 

Lord Glenalbert now addressed his wife, and said, 
" Elizabeth, this is Miss Sidney." 

Lady Glenalbert stooped down and untied and tied 
the strings of her child's bonnet three or four times 
consecutively. 

" Elizabeth, my love," said Lord Glenalbert, in 
rather a louder tone, '' allow me to introduce you to 
Miss Sidney." 

Lady Glenalbert curtseved as slightly as it was 
possible for her to do without actual incivility ; and 
Yiola returning her salutation in a hurried manner, 
passed quickly on to where Margaret stood. 

'* Why, Glenalbert, you told me she was handsome," 
said Lady Glenalbert, in a tone half petulant, half 
triumphaiit. 

'' She is much altered," replied Lord Glenalbert 
very gravely, "I should scarcely have known her;" 
then placing his little girl on his shoulder, he said, 
" Come, my little Mary, we will have a race down 
stairs, and see if mamma can overtake us." 

"Mamma's so &t, she can't run," exclaimed the 
little girl, as she clapped her tiny hands with delight, 
whilst Lady Glenalbert followed with a stately, and, 
as I thought, somewhat sullen tread ; the comers of 
her beautiful mouth, too, were rather drawn down. 

And so they vanished from my sight. 

I have never seen them since. 

* • * * 
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CHAPTEE XXV. 

Though other ties be snapped in twain, 
And those we both loy*d long be gone ; 

As we did part, we'll meet again 
With none of onr affection flown. 

A. H. P. 

Alas ! this acliing head, this throbbing heart, this 
trembling hand, that scarce can guide my pen, these 
quivering nerves, this sinking frame, for which even 
bfe itself does seem too heavy a burden, — these tell 
me in language whose eloquent '' meaning needs not 
the aid of speech," that for me the leech's skill would 
be exerted all in vain. A little while, and I shall be 
laid on that bed (where but a short time since I 
passed so many weary hours), never again to rise tbere- 
nrom. Por thj sake, Viola, I could have wished to 
live, for thou I know wilt weep for me, as Mend has 
never wept for friend ; and busy memory, with fond 
delusive art, will picture me to thee in colours all too 
bright and fair ! 

Much am I tempted to bequeath to thee (I liave 
naught else to leave) this faithful record of my feel- 
ings ; then shalt thou know, when I am gone, how 
dear thou wert to me, who never knew one dearer 

but no — ^it may not be ; for I have herein too 

freely spoken of those whose veiy foibles should be 
sacred in thy si^ht ; then be not mine the hand to lift 
the veil which thou I know with filial reverence hast 
overthrown o'er their errors; no, rather shall this 
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MS. be laid by my side in the grave, and never, never 
may its least guarded sentiments rise up in judgment 
against me ! It has beguiled many a weary hour, and 
banished many a " vexing thought ; " and even now 
will I continue it awhile, for in so doing I shall be 
thinking, musing, writmg of thee, Viola. 

Who that has studied the foregone histories of his 
fellow-men, or turned his retrospective glance upon 
his own past life, but must have observed now surely, 
after a period of unwonted tranquillitv, do events, 
whether for good or evil, crowd upon each other with 
bewildering rapidity, tread, so to say, upon eiujh other'* 
kibes. Thus, perhaps, was it that only a few months 
after our interview with Lord Glenalbert, as we were 
sitting together one evening in full conclave, absorbed 
in our various occupations, a letter was handed to 
Mrs. Sidney, which the servant said had been left by 
a man in an outlandish dress, whom she believed to 
be an Indian ; Mrs. Sidney looked at the superscript 
tion, and shrieked, rather than exclaimed, " It is from 
Dick ; he must be in England ; open it Dorothy, and 
read it quickly." 

This, nowever, was no easy task, as Dick was far 
from being a proficient in the art of caligraphy. I soon 
convinced Mrs. Sidney that her son could not be in • 
England, as the letter was dated from Calcutta. Dick 
commenced, as usual, with a fine tirade against exist- 
ing^ authorities, complaints of the rascSity of the 
natives, bemoanings over the deterioration of the 
times, vehement lamentations concerning the clippings 
of pay, reductions of income, &c., and mingled threats 
and bewailings as to the injustice with which he had 
been treated. Then he continued as follows (there is 
rather an undue economy of particles, but I copy his 
style verbatim) : " And so, my dear mother, you com- 
plain of my long silence — ^think I have forgotten you 
— ^no such thing — ^fact is, never could spina long yam, 
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especially about self. The bearer of this letter (yvho 
has been a Idnd firiend to me) will giye all partdculars 
anent your humble servant ; he will tell you that J 
hayebeen dangerously iU — ^am now quite recovered — 
stouter and heartier than'ever, — ^but perhi^ he will 
forget to tell you, that, under Providence, I owe my re^ 
storation to the care he took of me — ^had no claim upon 
him — ^is not one of us — by which, I mean, does not be- 
long to our regiment. The fiM^ is, I was quite tired of 
being sent furmer and further up the countxy — ^brouglit 
to my mind ' Groldsmith's Deserted Tillage,' and Mr. 
Strickland's school. * Horesco referens' — got leave of 
absence, and away I scudded to Calcutta — famous fun 
— government-house— fimcy balls — theatricals. In- 
troduced by a mutual firiend to Mr. Lyndham (the 
bearer of this letter) — accompanied him and others to 
a distant part of the country, on a tiger-hunting expe- 
dition — ^would not go upon an eleplumt, as did all the 
rest — ^thought it inglorious — so mounted upon horse- 
back— contrived to get seriously hurt — ^was conveyed 
back again to Calcutta — ^taken in by Lyndham — spent 
six months at his house — princely establishment — 
splendid fortune — ^liberal fdlow — high in his profes- 
sion — ^has gained ^ golden oj^imons fiom all sorts of 
people' — somewhat too grave and bookish for me. 
•And now, my dear mother, I have a favour to ask. 
Mr. Lyndham is returning to England, after many 
years' absence ; I therefore beg, that for my sake, you 
will show him every civility. Whilst he remains in 
London, let your house be nis home — at least, until he 
establishes himself to his entire satisfaction. Only I 
caution you not to have any spec upon him — won't do 
— slip through your fingers—- ne something resembles 
that chivalrous hero of whom Yiola used to siog, who 
' loved and who rode away, away ;' at least, there are 
many strange rumours afloat here of his inconstancy. 
Picueness, thy name is man ! By the bye, he seems 
to have known some of you in former days; and. 
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^, albeit unused to the merry mood,' laugbed heartily 
when I told him of the tricks I used to play old Doro- 
thy. How is she? — ^rum touch she was, to be sure; 
— ^I mean, if ever I have a windfiall to send her an 
Indian shawl, to fence her from the rheumatism — teU 
her so, with my love. 

" No time for any flourishing valedictory messages. 

" Believe me to be, 

" Your inestimable Son, 
BiCHABD C(ewr-de-Li<m Sidney. 

" P.S. Lyndham* purposes * hanging out ' at the 
Clarendon ; you must make the advances, as he is full 
of a thousand whimsical crochets about intruding, 
&c., &c." 

As I finished reading, Viola lefb the room, and Mrs. 
Sidney exclaimed, " Or course we must pay him evety 
attention. I am sure we can never sufficiently evince 
our sense of the kindness he has shown to Dick. Oh, 
Charles, if you would but call upon him ; at least we 
must make an exception in his favour, and ask him to 
dinner. I shall write directly, and entreat that he 
will favour me with a visit to-morrow. Just look again 
at the letter, Dorothy, and 9ee what Dick says about 
his friend having known us in former days. Lyndham 
was, I think, the name you " 

"Lyndham," interrupted Mr. Sidney, suddenly 
starting from a reverie ; " surely I have heard that 
name before, but where or when I know not. There 
is only pne subject now, on which my memory never 
fails me." 

" Oh ! Charles, Charles," resumed his wife, " what 
is the use of always reverting to your misfortunes P I 
wish you could bring to your mind who this Mr. 
Lyndham is." Mrs. Sidney mused awhile, and then 
said, " Perhaps Margaret knows : very likely, he was 
one of her countless flirts before her marriage." 

I was very glad that no one thought of applying to 

o 
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me for information ; and, availing myself of the first 
pause in the conversation, I left the apartment, in 
order that I might seek for Viola. I found her, as I 
expected, in her own room ; but scarcely was I pre- 
pared for the scene that met my view. She was kneel- 
ing before a large, old-fashioned chair, her arms were 
resting on it, and her face was concealed in her hands. 
« Viok," I said, but fehe did not heed me. " Viola," 
I repeated, and she sprang from the ground, and 
threw her arms about my neck. It was long ere she 
could speak, and when, at length, that tumultuous 
rush of feeling (which seems for ieiwhile to make the 
heart pause, and to stem the even current of the 
blood) found its vent in words, I easily perceived that 
no fears or doubts of Mr. Lyndham's constancy 
chequered the enthusiastic joy with which she hailed 
his return. The frequent reports of his fickleness 
which had been, jBrom time to time, whispered in her 
reluctant ear, and which were confirmed by her 
brother's letter, — these, I found, she regarded only 
as the struggles of a heart which had vainly striven to 
free itself from a hopeless passion, but which, after 
every unsuccessful effort, had returned to its first and 
only love. I gazed on her as she spoke. Her cheeks 
were flushed as I had not seen them for many long 
years, her eyes were animated with hope, the pulse of 
existence was beating high with joy. I coidd not find 
it in my heart to croak forth the raven's boding note, 
so I left her to indulge her own bright and glowing 
dreams. On my return to the drawing-room, I found 
that Mrs. Sidney, who rather prided herself on " Telo- 
quence dubillfet," had penned one of her most persua- 
sive notes to Mr. Lynaham, entreating that he would 
favour her with a call early on the ensuing momins^. 
But our menage now onfy consisted of two maid- 
servants, neither of whom was at the time available, 
80 Mrs. Sidney was constrained to wait until the 
jnorrow before she could despatch her letter, and then 
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greatly to her disappointment, she was infonned that 
Mr. Lyndham had dept at the Clarendon the previous 
evening, but had early that morning taken his depar- 
ture for the south of England. It was added, however, 
he was expected back shortly-, and Mrs. Sidney's letter 
should be given him immediately on his arrival. This, 
I thought, argued ill for Viola's buoyant expectations ; 
surely, I reflected, if Mr. Lyndham had been anxious 
to see her again, he would have awaited the result of 
Dick's letter ; for I could scarcely believe him to be 
ignorant of the favourable mention of himself, which 
was therein contained. Viola entertained a different 
opinion : she argued that it was just like her brother, 
to write without communicating the contents of his 
letter, or even waiting to ascertain whether those 
contents might be agreeable to him who formed the 
chief subject of them. Besides, she added, he remem- 
bers the scorn and contumely with which, in former 
days, my father received his overtures, and he doubt- 
less shrinks from exposing himself to similar treat- 
ment. 

Alas, for Viola ! Alas for her who was usually so 
clear-sighted, whose judgment was wont to be so 
penetrating, so calm, so collected! How must her 
reasoning powers have been now biassed by her feel- 
ings, her mind warped by pre-conceived notions ; or 
how could she thus . have forgotten that little cause 
had the wealthy Anglo-Indian now to fear a con- 
temptuous reception fix>m the bankrupt merchant ? 
The mention of Mr. Lyndham's departure for the 
south of England affected her strangdy. 

" Was he, then, she asked a thousand times during 
the day, " was he staying at Turretcliff— had his 
friendship for Erank Herbert continued during that 
long lapse of years — ^was it probable that Lady Sarah, 
who had slighted her, would receive him again under 
her roof; and if so, could he view with indifference 
scenes and persons which must be associated in his 

o 2 
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mind with a period of deep and thrilling interesif; P 
She believed, from her own feelings, that it was im- 
possible it should be so. Yet, as weeks passed 
away, and Mr. Ljndham still continued to absent 
himself, I perceived, with anxiety, that her brow a^ain 
wore an expression of anxious thought, that her step 
was less springy, and her spirits had become Tarying 
and unequal. 



CHAPTEE XXVI. 

At the first sight 
They have changed eyes* 

Shaksfeabb. 

Not the pangs of hope deferred 

My tormented bosom tear : — 
On the tomb of hope interred 

Scowls the spectre of despair. 

MONTOOMEBT. 

It was the third of September, — ^I remember it well 
by this same token, that it was Viola's birthday — 
Margaret's two children were spending the aftemooa 
with us, and more turbulent, seditious, riotous little 
beings it would be impossible to imagine ; a second 
edition were they of Margaret and Dick ; but, alas ! 
neither " revised nor correeted.^^ The -boy had even a 
trick of Eichard's face! Mrs. Sidney, with the two- 
fold feeling of maternity strong at her heart, was vet 
80 deafened by their tumultuous proceedings, as min 
to ensconce herself in a distant comer of the apart- 
ment, where, seated behind her huge embroidery- 
frame, she was effectually screened from their view, 
and sheltered from their attacks. "Wearied out by 
my ineffectual efforts to amuse them, I, too, had 
retired from the immediate scene of action, and lean- 
ing my aching head upon my hand, watched their 
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gambols as tkej were now victimising Viola and Lucy, 
to iheix kearts' content. 

At that moment, notwitlistanding all my partial 
love for Viola, I could not but be forcibly struck by 
the remarkable contrast which the sisters presented 
to each other. Lucy was seated on the ground, and 
the little girl having taken out the comb from her 
long hmr, it was floating around her in luxuriant pro- 
fiiflion : vezy lovely she looked, as in the full glow of 
youth and health, and vigour, she was .romping and 
laughing with the child, 2md, child-like, was she enjoy- 
ing the exuberant mirth of the moment. The httle 
boy, seeing his sister so well employed, was bent upon 
amusing himself in like manner, and clambering up 
the back of Viola's chair, he endeavoured to dispossess 
her of her cap, in order that he might pull down her 
hair. This, however, VioJa strenuously resisted ; but 
the boy, who was an infimt Hercules, had succeeded 
inpu^g it over her brow, and in disaixanging her 
cuds, imSl they &11 in dishevelled masses over her 
eyes, giving to her &ded and careworn countenance a 
pecidiacly forlorn appearance, for Viola had arrived at 
that period of life wnen a woman is ever more or less 
dependent upon the adventitious aid of the toilette. 
The din had now reached its chmax, for the little boy, 
rendered violent by opposition, had begun to scream 
most vigorously, in wluch satis&ctory exercise of the 
kmgs he was soon joined by his sister, who seemed 
fired with a laudable spirit of emulation, and wisely 
resolved upon not suffering herself to be outdone in 
an exploit strietlyfiBminine. So great was the uproar, 
that a knock at the street-door was imheeded by any 
of the party, and I started as I felt the sleeve of mv 
gown violently puUed, and heard the vcace of the maid- 
servant loudfy proclaiming in my ear, '' A gentleman, 
ma 'aan." I looked up, and, wrapped in his travelling- 
cloak, his hat drawn as usual over his brow, I saw the 
tall &rm of Mr. Lyndham standing a few paces within 
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the doorway. His eagle eye shot a keen slance 
around, but I observed that his gaze fastened upon 
Lucy, who, now first perceiving him, rose from the 
floor, deeply blushing beneath that fixed regard. The 
children's shrill voices were instantaneously hushed ; 
l^e little girl flew to me, whilst her brother hid his 
face in Viola's lap. 

Mr. Lyndham now quickly advanced towards Lucy, 
and exclaimed, '' Have years so changed me, Viola, 
that you should fail to recognise me ?" 

" Tou mistake me," said Lucy, colouring yet more 
deeply; "there is Viola." 

His countenance fell ; he did not approach her, but 
he remained for a second transfixed to the spot, whilst 
the expression of his eye spoke plainer than words, 
" Can that wreck be indeed Viola Sidney ?" 

A pang of almost spasmodic agony seemed, for a 
moment, to convulse Viola's features ; but it was onhf 
for a moment, and disengaging herself from the child's 
tena<;ious grasp, she advanced to Mr. Lyndham, and, 
extending nernand to him, said, and her voice faltered 
not as she spoke — "You think Lucy like me, Mr. 
lyndham ; she is generally considered so : like what I 
was," she added, m a tremulous accent, but quickly 
recovering herself, continued, " I claim the privilege 
of an old acquaintance ; you must 4ilow me to intro- 
duce you to my mother.'' 

Mrs. Sidney had been so intently absorbed in her 
occupation, as to be, for a few moments, unaware of 
the presence of a stranger ; she now, however, hastily 
pushed aside her embroidery-frame, and in another 
second was seated by Mr. Lyndham, pouring forth 
questions respecting her son's well-domg and well- 
being, which were answered by him in the kindest 
and most considerate manner. After having satisfied 
Mrs. Sidney as to her son's perfect convalescence, 
Mr. Lyndham was about to take his leave, but Mrs. 
Sidney importuned him so earnestly to stay dinner, 
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that, after ixmumerable excuses, which were as con- 
stantly overruled, he suffered himself to be prevailed 
upon. 

Never did that resolute power of self-control, for 
which Viola was so remarkable, shine forth more con- 
spicuously than on this eventful evening. I listened 
to her with astonishment, as I heard her taking part 
in the general conversation ; and, when called upon to 
do so, addressing Mr. Lyndham in that tone of calm 
and even £riendly interest, with which common acquaint- 
ances are wont to accost each other. At first there 
w|ts evident constraint in his manner; but quickly- 
following her lead, he shook off his embarrassment, 
and avamng himself of his almost unrivalled conver- 
sational powers, seemed bent upon allowing no time 
for personal allusions, or inopportune reflections to 
obtrude themiselves. In this feat he was greatly 
aided by Margaret, who, having returned suddenly 
from a fashionable watering-place, where she haid 
been passing the last two months, had volunteered 
her company at dinner; and less, I think, from the 
love of ^spla^ than &om that collision of minds, that 
stimulus which one eminent talker ever affords to 
another, she was firing repartee alter repartee, and 
keeping up the ball of conversation with imwearied 
spirit. Even Mr, Sidney seemed, on that evening, to 
forget his griefs ; and, for the first time since the 
bankruptcy, I detected, ever and anon, a smile lurk- 
ing in the comer of his mouth. 

It was late when Mr. Lyndham took his departure, 
and I observed that Viola listened without emotion to 
the tribute of admiration which Margaret lavishly 
bestowed on what she laughingly termed his societarian 
powers ; calmly too did 3ie hear her mother unhesi- 
tatingly pronounce him '^ the igiost delightful person 
whom she had ever encountered;" and she gently 
amiled as Lucy declared, that '^ when she looked upon 
him, her imagination floated back to the days of 
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knights and paladins, of romance and song, and 
chivalry." I must own that I was completely deceived 
by Viola's manner, and, long after they had all retired 
to rest, I sat ruminating over the probable causes that 
might perchance have induced a change of sentiment. 
Had she, I thought, like him, been shocked by the 
personal ravages which Ome had made f but no, 1 felt 
this was impossible, for Mr. Lyndham was not in the 
least altered. Before his departure, he had, like many 
men of his dark complexion, looked some ten or fifteen 
years older than his actual age ; and now time, with a 
fine sense of retributive justice, was nmking him due 
reparation, for Mr. Lyndham certainly did not appear 
to nave aged one single year since last I saw him"; bed- 
sides, I could not but mentally acknowledge that had 
he come among us bent and emaciated, wretched and 
poverty-slaicken, Viola's devoted affection would have 
known no diminution, perhaps it would rather have 
strengthened her love. 

In manner, too, Mr. Lyndham had decidedly im- 
Itfoved ; there was ft pervading suaviiy and amenitjr, 
a studious consideration for the feehngs of others, 
which in former days he had never evinced ; even ^to 
me he was now sedulously polite. The education of 
the world, the school of me, had, as far as might be 
judged &om outward circumstances, ^eatly benefited 
him. 

Once only during the evening had Viola evinced 
any agitation; and that was when, in answer to a 
question addressed to him by Mrs. Sidney, as to the 
cause of his long absence from town, Mr. Lyndham 
said that he had been summoned on legal business by 
an old Mend who had lately succeeded, in right of his 
moth^, to a magnificent estate in the south. There 
was a tremor on Viola's lip as she asked, " Is Lady 
Sarah then dead ?" 

** She is," replied Mr. Lyndham hurriedly ; and he* 
quickly changed the conversation. Viola was evi» 
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dentlj not aware that she had followed the train of 
her own thoughts rather than of Mr. Lyndham's 
words, when she thus diTined that he was alluding to 
Turretcliff and its inhabitants ; but with this solitary 
exception, Viola had never, eren for erne moment, lost 
her self-possession. 

Midnight came, and found me musing. At length 
I resolved upon retiring to rest ; as I passed Viola's 
apartment, I was surprised to find, from the light that 
gleamed beneath the doorway, thsbt she at least was 
wakeful as myself. I paused one moment, and I dis- 
tinctly heard her pacing the room with hurried and 
uneven step; I thought too that I distinguished a 
&int sob. Agitated as I was, I paused not to consider, 
but hastily threw open the door. In the centre of 
the room stood Viola, an open letter was in her hand, 
whilst the fragments of another lay strewn about the 
SlOgt; she was in the act of trampling a withered 
floTfjrer beneath her feet ; a small casket was on the 
table near her ; I had seen that casket before. 

"What do you here, cousin Dorothy," she ex- 
claimed ; " why are you not in bed ? if you have any 
thing to say, speak it quickly. I would be alone." 

Her sweet, silvery-toned voice was h^^h and un- 
tuneful, its accents grated on my ear. There was an 
unnatural fire bx her eye, and a fierce excitement in 
h^ manner which scared me. It was the first time 
she had ever spoken unkindly to me : it was the first 
time she had made me feel my presence might be 
deemed intrusive, and bursting into tears I tunied to 
leave the apartment. 

" Forgive me, Dorothy," she said ; " forgive me if 
unintentionally I have pained you ; but there are sor- 
rows which we would veil from every eye, which we 
wxjuld fain conceal even from ourselves; there are 
griei^ for which friendship has no balm — affection no 
solace. Then leave me, oh, leave me. It is over, 
Dorothy, it is past ; fool, fool that I have been ! That 
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look, that one look, what did it- not reveal ? Hopes 
fondly cherished, which Imd burned brightly throngli 
that long series of years ; a love which neither timey 
nor doubt, nor absence, had had the power one moment 
to estrange; all, all yanished before that withering, 
blighting look." 

Unable longer to restrain my indignation, I ex- 
claimed, " Ealsehearted, dishonourable " 

" No, no, no," said Viola, interrupting me, " I have 
only myself to blame. What right had I to expect 
that it should be otherwise ? He has broken no en- 
gagement. By no yows of constancy did he bind 
himself at parting; no protestations of unchanging 
affection did he offer ; we separated mutually free and 
unfettered. He returns alter nearly fifteen years* 
absence; he finds me altered, my bloom faded, my 
youth fled ; fled too is that joyous spirit which once 
had power to charm him. He silently acknowledges 
that his feelings towards me are changed eyen as I am 
changed. There is nothing dishonourable in tBis. 
But neyer shall he know my foUy, for well shall my 
woman's pride combat my woman's loye." She sank 
her head upon the table, and we were silent for many 
minutes ; then suddenly throwing herself before me, 
she said, " Cousin Dorothy, faithfully haye you kept 
my secret during a weary course of years : you will 
not now, I think, betray me ; yet promise me that, 
whateyer strange chances may befal, whateyer imfore- 
seen eyents may occur, — that, in short, let what will 
betide, it shall neyer escape your lips that once I was 
beloyed by Lyndham, that he was — ^that he, alas ! is — 
all in all to me.' 

I thought that she must be under the influence of 
delirium, or how could she imagine that i^ after having 
for so long a period religiously kept the trust reposed 
in me, at a time, too, -vmen I believed her loye to be 
reciprocated, I should now, when I saw her crushed 
to the earth, when I knew her to be yirtually rejected, 
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basely betray the confidence she had placed in me ? 
Grieved and offended, I answered, " You might have 
spared me this, Viola ; you at least should have known 
me better ; but since you thus doubt my truth, it is 
possible that mv bare promise may scarcely content 
you ; bind me, therefore, by any oath you may please 
to name, — I will subscribe to it." 

" I adjure you, then," said Yiola, " by the sacred 
memory of your mother." 

The intensity of despair had given a wild sublimity 
to her manner, and a tone of lofty command to her 
voice ; she looked as must have looked a prophetess of 
old at the moment of inspiration. 

" A more solemn adjuration, Viola, you could not 
have chosen, but I accept it." 

" And now, ' she said, relapsing into her usual calm, 
self-possessed manner, "here perishes the last me- 
mento of my folljr ;" as she spoke she held over the 
candle a letter, wmch at one gmnce I recognised to be 
the same she had received from Mr. Lyndham a few 
days before his departure. The flame caught it, and 
quickly it was consumed; she, gazed fixedly on it 
until it was reduced to ashes, and then turning to 
me, said, "Good night!" she put her hand within 
mine, it was icy cold, and shot a sudden chill even 
to the very marrow of my bones. I seem to feel that 
touch now. 

" Good night," she said; "you have seen me, Do- 
rothy, in my hour of weakness, but it is for ever 
passed. I am purposed that to-morrow shall find me 
strong to endure, and resolute to act." 

I left her, — to weep, to watch, to pray, to meditate, 
to — anything but sleep. 
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CHAPTEE XXVII. 

Is all the counsel that we two have shared, 
The sisters' vows, the hours that we have spent. 
When we have chid the haety-footed time 
For parting us, — O ! and is all forgot ? 

I^HAKSPSABB. 

However we do praise ourBelves, 
Our fancies are more giddy and unfinn. 
More longing, wavering, sooner lost and worn, 
Than women's are." Shakspearb. 

I DABS not trust myself to partaculaiize the occur- 
rences of the next few months. Suffice it then to say, 
that soon, too soon, I perceived, wherefore Yiola had 
so earnestly extorted £*om me that promise of secresj. 
Her naturally quick perception, sharpened as it was 
hv her peculiar situation (for what so quick to 
CQScem, or sensitive to feel, as slighted love), had 
enabled hw with " prophetic eye," to foresee that 
which I only parceived after the lapse of many weeks. 

There was much in the guileless simplicity and 
feminine softness of Lucy's character, wluch bore a 
siax»ng analogy to the poet's exquisite delineation of 
Miranda; and not more pure, more devoted, and 
scarcely more sudden was the love which the fair 
Milanese conceived for Ferdinand, than that which 
Lucy soon betrayed for Lyndham. So strictly secluded 
indeed had been her life since the days of her child- 
hood, that she might almost have said with Miranda, 
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"This is the third man that e'er I saw;" and truly 
could she have averred, '^ the first that e'er I sighed 
for." 

To one of Mr. Ljndham's haughty and imperious 
disposition, few things could have been more at&active 
than Lucy's devoted tenderness, which spoke in her 
eyes, and betrayed itself in eveij word she uttered. 
'Diere was a deference to his opinions, a rapt attention 
to his discourse, a trembling susceptibilib^ to his 
praise, and an almost tearful deprecation of his dis- 
pleasure, which could not fail to captivate, nor less 
perhaps did her girlish beauty win on him who was an 
avowed idolater of feminine loveliness, StiU even to Mr. 
Lyndham, I would not willingly be unjust ; and certain 
it is, that no sooner did he perceive the interest he had 
excited in Lucy's young and inexperienced hearty than 
he made a faint enort to detach himiself from the fasci- 
nations of her society. But no sooner did Mrs. Sidney 
j^rceive that Mr. Lyndham discontinued his daily 
visits, than she literally besieged him with notes of 
invitation and expostulation ; even Mr. Sidney, with 
unwonted exertion, joined his entreaties to those of 
his wife. And let it be remembered that it was no 
longer the heartless ambition of worldly-minded parents 
strivine; with unbecoming eagerness to separate them- 
selves from a beloved child, and permitting her to leave 
the " heaven serene and pure of parents' smiles," for 
a more brilliant, yet perchance me less happy home ; 
but it was the anxious struggles of those who were 
anticipating, with heartfelt anguish, a period when 
their tenderly nurtured daughter should be dependent 
on the precarious aid and niggard charity of kinsmen 
and friends ; it was the pardonable, the natural efforts 
of those who were seeking an asylum, a reAige for 
their child, I misht say their children, since Mrs. Sid- 
ney frequently observed to me, that if " Lucy did but 
marry Lyndham, there would be a permanent and 
happy home secured for Viola." 
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Mr. Lyndham was not proof against Lucy's tearful 
eyes, or icr mother's flattering persuasions, and once 
again he became a constant visitor at our house. His 
conduct was now marked by the wildest caprice ; at 
one moment he would appear devoted to Lucy, reading 
her every thought, anticipating her every wish ; the 
next, he would turn from her with an impulsive ges- 
ture, and meet her pleading eye with cold repulsive 
looks. 

Li the mean time Viola acted as none other but Viola 
Sidney eoui4 have acted. There was no pique or 
studied avoidance in her manner, no feminine caprice, 
no bursts of reckless gaiety or iU-suppressed jealousy ; 
she was cahn, self-possessed, consistent. Only, I 
observed, that she carefully avoided being, for one in- 
stant, alone with Lucy; she shrunk from the con- 
fidence which the latter seemed at each moment ready 
to repose in her. Poor Lucy had now, for the first 
time, to suffer in silence; and little was she calculated 
to bear up against the twofold trial 6f Mr. Lyndham's 
wayward mconsistency and Viola's mysterious estrange- 
ment, — ^for such, of course, it must have appeared to 
her. At length, Lucy's health sank beneath the 
trial ; she fell ill — seriously ill — ^and then it was that 
love, jealousy, self, all was forgotten by Viola, — ^all, 
save that her gentle, guileless, inofiending sister might 
be lost to her through her own harsh neglect; for, 
with morbid anxiety, she accused herself of being the 
sole cause of Lucy s illness. 

Some weeks passed away — ^Lucy remained languid 
and spiritless, but all danger was over ; still she could 
not be prevailed upon to leave her apartment ; Viola 
and I were, therefore, sitting with her one morning. 
Lucy lay upon the couch, her eyes were closed, but 
her frequent sighs, her restless movements, and the 
tears that were chasing each other down her cheeks, 
all betokened that she was not sleeping. Viola sat 
at some little distance ; a book was in her hand, but I 
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observed that lier eyes constantly wandered from its 
pages, and were as constantly fixed upon Lucy, with 
a look of mingled love and anxiety. At length she 
rose abruptly from her chair, and, placing herself next 
to her sister, said, "Lucy, we have been too long^ 
estranged. Have you forgotten the time when we 
were twins in heart, and mind, and deed ; when each 
thought of thine found its responsive echo in my 
breast, when joy would have been unwelcome to thee 
if unshared by me, when sorrow lost its sting whilst 
I was near to sufier with you ? Dear Lucy, let us^ 
live o'er those happy hours once again." 

" My own sister," replied Lucy, " how my heart 
leaps to hear those fond, endearing words — to feel 
your arms about my neck ; — oh, keep them there one 
minute longer. You know not how this unnatural 
restraint has galled me ; how I have longed to kiss 
thee thtis and thus, to throw myself into your arms, 
and weep as now I do ;" and then, in a burst of un- 
controllable agony, the long dreaded confidence was 
forced upon Viola. With girlish minuteness, she 
dwelt upon each word, expatiated on every gesture, 
and lingered over every recollection that was con- 
nected with Mr. Lyndham. That he loved her, she 
said, she could not doubt ; but that he had hinted duty 
and inclination were waging strange conflict in his 
heart ; she believed that he considered himself bound 
by some early promise — ^bound in honour to one whom 
he had ceased to love. " You weep, Viola,"; said the 
agitated girl, in conclusion ; " you weep for me ; you 
have marked his altered manner, his cold abstracted 
air : oh ! had. he ever gazed on you as he has gazed on 
me — ^had he ever spoken to you as he has spoken to 
me, you would not marvel at the deep, devoted love I 
bear him." 

As she finished speaking, Lucy threw herself back 
upon the couch in all the abandonment of effortless^ 
self-commiserating sorrow. 



208 'tis an old talb, 

Viola covered her face with her hands, and, for a 1 
moments, seemed to quail beneath that feasrfiil roem 
struggle, the conflict of the better nature against t 
worst ; at length she rose from the sofa, and, taldj 
her sister's Imnd, said, " I think, Lucy, by makmg: 
very dight eflfort, you would be enabled to joizi us i 
dinner to-day ; I am sure that my father misses you 
he does not speak, but he looks round the table, and i 
evidently grieved at finding your chair unoccupied 
and you well know how my mother frets over your 
contmued absence ; besides, Mr. Lyndham dines with 
us to-day, and " 

" Wherefore should I see him, Viola ?" intermpted 
Lucy, with a slight degree of petulance foreign to lier 
character ; " wherefore, but to make me, if possible, 
more wretched than I am now ? " 

" Nay, dear Lucy, do not ask me why ; will it not 
content you, if I say that I am convinced it will be 
for yoiu* future happiness ?" 

" "Well," rejoined Lucy, affectionately, " if you 
advise it, I will do so. Tou are always right, Viola ; 
who is there so wise and good as you? But yet, if 
Mr. Lyndham should speak unkindly to me, I am 
sure I could not bear it ; it would break my heart." 

" Dear Lucy," replied Viola, " credit me that those 
hearts which are ductile to receive impressions, and 
strong to retain them, will,llike most malleable things, 
bear much rough usage ere the;^ do break." She 
spoke this slowly and sadly ; but immediately added, 
in a tone of forced gaiety, " Now I wiU leave you to 
repose awhile, and cousin Dorothy shall accompany me, 
for she is of so sociable a temperament, that sne, I 
know, would weep with you, were it only for the sake 
of bearing you company : see," she contmued as the 
scalding tears now fell thick and fast down my cheeks, 
" see if the sympathetic drops have not already begun 
to flow. Dear Dorothy," she whispered, " this will 
never do ;" and taking my hand Viola led me fiom 
the apartment. 
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Two or three liours after the conversation above 
related, having occasion to enter the general sitting- 
room, I found it occupied by Mr. Lyndham and Viola. 
He was leaning against the mantel-piece ; his brow 
was knitted, his lips compressed, every muscle and 
lineament seemed tutored into a state of rigid com- 
posure. Viola sat at some little distance ; the expres- 
sion of her countenance was one of lofty tranquillity, 
save that a slight curl of the nether lip betokened 
that there lurked a feeling of proud disdain beneath 
that calm demeanour ; on perceiving me, she rose from 
the chair, whilst Mr. Lyndham said, " Is this your 
final determination, Miss Sidney f " 

" It is the settled purpose of my soul," replied 
Viola, firmly ; " fixed beyond the power of change." 
After a moment's pause, she added, " You said well, 
]VIr. Lyndham ; it were, indeed, vain to expect that 
the fair buds of promise which gladdened our spring, 
should reblossom in the autumn of our lives. I under- 
stand you ; I have long understood you : ours would 
not now be a happy union ; you feel it — I know it. 
I had hoped to have been spared this explanation : I 
thought that my conduct would have interpreted for 

me ; but " she was interrupted, for Lucy entered 

at this moment,. leaning on, or rather clinging to her 
mother. Slight, very slight, must have been the 
burden of that exquisitely moulded, yet somewhat 
fragile form ; but, strange to say, Mrs. Sidney ap- 
peared to totter beneath it, and withdrew her sup- 
porting ann so suddenly, that Lucy lost her balance, 
and woidd inevitably have fidlen to the ground, had 
not Mr. Lyndham sprung across the room, and received 
•her in his arms. Por a few minutes I was occupied 
in soothing and attending on Lucy, as, overcome 
l)y conflicting emotions, she appeared, each instant, 
on the point of fainting ; and when, at length, I 
turned to speak to Viola, I found that she had quitted 
the apartment. 

p 
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And now why sbould I say more ? It cannot be 
doubted tbat Mr. Lyndham proposed that Tery even- 
ing, still less can it be doubted that Lucj joyfully 
accepted him. 



CHAPTEE' XXVIII. 

She would not embitter a festival-day, 
Nor send her sweet sister in sadness away : 
She hears the bells ringing — she sees her depart. 
She cannot veil longer the grief of her heart. 

Hatites Batlet. 

In Booth I cannot smile, and will not Veep to-day. 

W, H. Bkookfikld. 

We stood around the altar. The book was closed 
— ^the prayer was praved — ^the marriage ceremony was 
over, and the bride-wife, weeping, blushing, trembling, 
threw herself into the bride-maid's arms. Long — ^long 
and fervent was the parting embrace of the two sisters ; 
and when, at length, Yiola disengaged herself from 
Lucy's encircling arms, she turned to Mr. Lyndham,^ 
and, extending her hand said, " Seavenfor ever bless 
you !" That tone, those words, that attitude, what 
did they not recall P Time, distuice, space, seemed at 
once annihilated. Again I stood in that familiar 
room ; again I saw the mid-day sim pouring his mel- 
lowed rays on all around ; again I heard that pale girl, 
as I heard her then, with voice of agony pronouncing 
that same parting benediction on him, of whom she 
fondly believed that, 'mid earth's countless myriads, 
there. could not be found his peer. 

What magic spell was there in those words, that on 
hearing them Mr. Lyndham shotdd start so violently ? 
Why £d his cheek flush, and his voice falter, as he 
wiid, "Parewell?" Why were there legible on his. 
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dark brow the workings of some inward conflict? 
Perhaps remorse was there, perhaps shame, perhaps 
visions of youth, and lore, and beauty (such beauty as 
he might neyer hope to see again,) rose before his eyes 
in all the vivid colouring of bygone years. Well, 
perhaps, it was for Lucy, that she could not read 
Sir. Lyndham's thoughts at that moment ; — ^well, per- 
haps, is it for many a young wife, that she may not 
read her husband's heart at the very moment when 
the irrevocable vow has been pronounced, that binds 
him to her for ever ! 

How long I stood absorbed in these ruminations I 
know not; but I was roused from my reverie on 
hearing Mrs. Sidney say, " Come, Dorothy, since 
Charles has taken the absurd whim into his head, that 
Lucy and Lyndham should set off from the church- 
door, we will, at least, see them to the very last 
moment ; besides," she whispered, " I want to look at 
the travelling-carriage." 

MechanicaUv I followed Mrs. Sidney. I have an 
indistinct recollection of the plain, dark chariot, of the 
servants, and postilions, so gay and " point device in 
their accoutrements," of the four greys (Mr. Lynd- 
ham's own greys) pawing the ground with impatience, 
I remember Mrs. Sidney's beamiDg April counte- 
nance, as, smiling through her tears, she said, " Well, 
Dorothy, even Lord Glenalbert could not have gone 
off in better style than this !" I remember, too, Lucy 
throwing her arms about my neck, and bounding into 
the carriage, followed by lir. Lyndham. — In another 
moment a cloud of dust concealed them from our 
view. 

Margaret's carriage then drew up, and was followed 
by our own humbler vehicle. My foot was on the 
steps, when I suddenly exclaimed, "Where is Yiola?" 

" Ah, where is Viola?" was echoed by the rest of 
the partv. 

Tumuituously we rushed back into the church. A 

p 2 
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stranger, who was loitering in the aisle, perceiving 
our anxiety, said, " The lady is ill ; she has been 
carried into the vestry." Thither I hastened; and 
there, pale and motionless as the marble, lay extended 
the form of Viola Sidney. I raised her in my arms, 
and, chafing her hands and temples, whispered, '' Viola, 
dearest, you have borne up well ; you surely will not 
now give way." She seemed to recognise my voice, 
for, raising herself from my arms, she said, " Take me 

home . 

Supported by Mr. Middleton and myself, Viola now 
walked down the aisle, whilst Mrs. Sidney and Mar- 
garet followed dose behind us ; and I distmctly heard 
the former say, " How strange is this : I never knew 
Viola fJEunt but once before in her life, and that was 
on that disastrous evening when Lord Qlenalbert 
went away ; but you, Margaret, were too young at the 
time, to remember anything about it ; however, cousin 
Dorothy will tell you all ." 



Here the MS. breaks off abruptly. The last two or three pages 
are so blotted and blurred as to be almost illegible. The hand- 
writing is tremulous, as of one suffering from severe bodily indis- 
position, or mental agitation. — £d. 
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Bryant's Complete Poetical Works, 

With L^ by Oriswold, and PreAuK bj F. W. N. BAylejr, Esq. Royal 
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Longfellow's Outre Mer, 
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S4mo., cloth extra, iplt edges, 2s. 

Longfellow's Complete Prose Works, 
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Campbell's Pleasures of Hope, 

Gertrude of ^Wyoming, and Miscellaneous Poems, to wliich are added, 
Collins' and Gray's Poetical Works. Royal 34mo., cloth extra, ffiit 
edges, 2s. 

The SAME EDITION, morocco extra, gilt edges, 5s. 

" Had Gray written nothing but his Elegy, high as he stands, I am not 
sure that he would not stand higher,~it ls,the comer-stone of his glor)*." 

** The works of Collins will abide comparison with whatever Milton 
wrote." — Campbell, 



Homer's Iliad, 



Translated by Pope. A new edition, printed in a superior manner, on 
superfine paper, with illustrations. Roydl 32mo., doth extra, plain 
edges, 3s. 

The SAME EDITION, gUt edges, Ss. 6d. 

Homer's Odyssey. 

Translated by Pope. A new edition, printed in a superior manner on 
superfine paper, with illustrations. Royal 32mo., cloth extra, plain 
edges, 8s. 

The SAME EDITION. gUt edges, 3s. 6d. 

Pope's Complete Poetical Works, 

Indudhig his Translations. Edited by H. P. Gary, M.A. With a bio- 
graphical notice of tlie author. Royal 8vo., cloth, gilt, plain edge^s, 
lOs. 
** Pope's works, however often perused, aflbrd fresh delight, and may 
be considered as one of the boolcs best adapted to excite a love of litera- 
ture."— TFarton. 
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AND QIFT-BOOKS. 



Bancroft's History of America. 

By Georg:e Bancroft, late American Minister, from the DiscoYery of 
the American Continent. The First English edition. In 2 vols, fools- 
cap 8vo., cloth, lettered, plain edges, 5s. 

" Bancroft's Colonial History has established for himself a title to a 
place among the great historical writers of the age. The reader will find 
the pages filled with interesting and important matter ; he will meet with 
a brilliant and daring style, acute reasoning, and picturesque sketches of 
character.** — PreacoWs Esaayt, 

Washington Irving' s Mahomet and his 
Successors. 



•f 



A new edition in one volume, with an illustration, 
cloth, plain edges, 2s. 6d. 



Foolscap 8vo., 



The SAME EDITION, extra cloth, gilt edges, 38. 6d. 

'* As a piece of literary work, we can award high praise to this Life of 
Mahomet ; the narrative fiows on without interruption firom the first page 
to the last, and occasionally it is brightened by passages of unusual beau^, 
diction, and pictorial effect in tiie grouping of ideas and of situations."— 
Atkefueum, 

Oliver Groldsmith, a Biography; 

By Washington Irving. The Vicar of Wakefield, the Deserted Vil- 
lage, the TniveUer, and the Minor Poems. Complete in one volume 
and illustrated with an engraving. Foolscap 8vo., cloth, lettered, 
plain edges, 2s. 6d. 

The SAME EDITION, extra cloth, gilt edges, 3s. 6d. 

" We read the ' Vicar of Wakefield * in yoath and in age : we return to 
it again and again, and bless the memory of an author who contrives so 
well to reconc^e us to human nature.**— Sir Walter Scott. 




NEW EDITIOII OF SHAKSPEARE'S WORKS. 

BY W. HAZLITT. 

Shakspeare*s Dramatic Works. 

A new edition, with Notes and Life. Printed, in a new type, fh>m 
the text of Johnson, Stevens, and Reed, and edited by W. Hazlitt. 
Four volumes. Foolscap 8vo., cloth, emblematically gilt, plain 
edges, lOs. 

The SAME EDITION, bound in calf, marble edges, 2ls. 

" This edition, now complete, has our hearty approval; its cheapness 
is not to be excelled, and the binding, printing, and paper, are unex- 
ceptionable. In these days of reprints, this Shakspeare is behind no book 
yet offered to the public.'* — Morning Herald, 



ifiriSk 



CHBIfirnf AS PRESENTS 



^ HXUSTKATED WHE BEAUTIFUL STEEL ENGSAVIKGS. ^ 

Home story Book 

In FftMe and Verse. By W. R. Harrison, Mrs. Kcirton, Agnes Strick- 
land, Allan Cunningrbam, ftc. ftc. Illustrated with fine steel plates. 
Foolscap 8vo., extra cloth, gilt edges, side and back in a ftQl orna- 
mental deiign, 4s. fid. 

literary Keepsake, 

A Token of Re m e mb r a nce. By Miss Mitlbrd, Tlionias Pringle, Bany 
Cornwall, Mary Howitt, Leitch Ritchie, 9te. lUnstrated with fine 
steel engravingB. Foolscap Svo., cloth extra, gilt edges, side and 
back in a full cHmamental design, 4b. fid. 



Young Ladies' Book. 



By Camilla Tonlmin, John Gait, T. K. Henrey, Hec. Foolscap 8to., 
beautifully illustrated and bound, gilt edges, 48. fid. 



Half Hours with the hest Authors ; 

With Biographical and Critical Notices. By Charies Knight. A new 
edition, illustrated vrith portraits. 3 vols. 8to. price lOs. cloth let- 
tered. 

" In the above work is given a course of general reading taken flrom the 
best and the highest works in all literature— gems from the rich treasury 
of instruction and amusement, which the master minds of the woiid, and 
especially of our own nation, have heaped up for an exhausttess and im- 
perishable store.'* 

Michaud's History of the Crusades. 

Hie first English edition translated from the French, with notes, me- 
moir, and preface by W. Robson. 3 vols, post 8vo. price ISs. doth 
lettered. 

« Michaud*s work has an European reputation.'* 

** Michaud is faithfbl, accurate, and learned ; bis mind is lofty and 
generous, and exactly suitable to the proper filling up of a history of ttie 
crusades." — Alison {Blackwood*$ Magazine.) 




Howitt's (Wm.) life in Germany, 

Or Scenes, Impressions, and Every-day life of the Germans, indnding 
the Sporty and Habits of the Students of the Universities. Illustrated 
with steel engravings and numerous woodcuts by eminent artists. 
8vo., doth, emblematically gilt, Ss. fid. 

" German life has, of course, its brighter sides and pleasanter tnuts. Its 
generous ftiendships, its buoyant spirits, its intense study, at the least, 
may well compensate for many of its darker feattures. In this volume 
there is no wont of material to form a very snfBcient notion of Gcnnan 
student-life."— Quar«er(i( Review, 





AND GIFT-BOOKS. 



The Travels of Rolando 



•f 



Througrh Europe, Asia, and AMca, illustrating in his progress the 
various Peculiarities of the different Countries, the Natural History, 
Geography, Manners, Customs, &c. An entirely new edition, re- 
vised and corrected, and illustrated with eight engravings by W. Har- 
vey in the first style ot art. Foolscap 8vo., doti^ idain edges, Ss. 6d. 

The SAME EDITION, extra doth, gilt edges, 4s. 

The SAME EDITION, with the illustrations coloured, 5s. 



Swiss (The) Pamily Robinson ; 



Or, Adventures in a Desert Island. The two series complete in one 
volume. A new edition, completely revised and corrected, with illus- 
trations by John Gilbert. Foolscap 8vo., doth, emblematically gilt, 
plain edges, 9s. 6d. 

The SAME EDITION, doth extra, gilt edges, 4b. 

The SAME EDITION, with the iUustrations coloured, 5s. 



Evenings at Home ; 



Or, The Juvenile Budget Opened. By L. Aiken and Mrs. Barbauld. 
A new edition, entirely revised, printed in large type on a very supe- 
rior paper, illustrated by eight engravings. Foolscap ^vo., dotfa, em- 
blematically gilt, plain edges, 3s. 6d. 

The SAME EDITION, doth extra, gilt edges, 4s. 

The SAME EDITION, with the iUustrations coloured, Ss. 

Sandford and Merton. 

A new edition, entirehr revised and corrected, printed in large type, 
and illustrated with eight engravings by George Measom. Foolscap 
8vo., doth, emblematically gilt, plsdUi edges, Ss. 6d. 

The SAME EDITION, doth extra, gilt edges, 4s. 

The SAME EDITION, with the iUustrations coloured, Ss. 

Robinson Crusoe. 

mustrated by Phiz. Indnding his further Adventures. With Life of 
De Foe, &c. A new and improved edition. Foolscap 8vo., doth, 
emblematically gilt, plain edges, 3s. 6d. 

The SAME EDITION, doth extra, g^t edges, 48. 

The SAME EDITION, with the Ulustrations coloured, 58. 




Guizot's (Madame), Moral Tales for Young 
People, 

Translated from the latest Frendi edition, by Mrs. L. Burke. lUus. 
trated by CampbeU. Cloth extra giit back, ss. fid. 

The SAME EDITION, morocco extra, 8s. 0d. 
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CHTIISTOAS PRESENTS 



Palmyra (The Fall of) 




And Rome and tbe Early Christians. A new edition, with engtav- 
ings. Foolscap 8vo., doth, emblemattcally gilt, gUt edges, 38. 6d. | 

The SAME EDmOK, without Plates, plain bfaiding, 3s. 6d. > 

** This work seems to be rapidly gaining the repotatiaii which it so well i 
deserves. Piso, the imagined author at the Letters, is siqiposed to have 
visited Palmyra towards the dose of the third century, to have become 
acquainted vrith Zenobia and her court, to have seen the dty in its ^ory, I 
aiid to have witnessed its destruction by Aurelian (A.D. 27s). It is not a ! 
wodc of an ordinary dianicter, — it is a production of a thoughtftd, able, 

j imaginative, and above all, a pore and right-minded author, ctf dear 

I thoughts and sound sense."— J^orM American Review, 

Louden's (Mrs.), Young Naturalist's Jour- 
ney; 

Or, The TYavds of Agnes Merton and her Mamma. Second edition, 
revised and oorrected, and illustrated with numerous engraTing&. 
FooIsoh;) 8vo., extra doth, gilt edges, 3s. Od. 

The SAME EDITION, with plates coloured, 5s. 

'* Our young readers are assured that all the anecdotes here related of 
the animals are strictly true, though the inddents of the journey and the 
persons introduced are partly imaginary." 

Kaloolali ; 

Or, Joum^lngs in the PSebel Kmnri, a book of Romantic Adventure. 
Illustrated by four beautiftilly coloured engravings. Foolscap 8ro., 
doth, gilt, plain edges, Ss. 6a. 

Hie SAME EDITION, extra dotb, gilt edges, 3s. 

" The most singular and captivating narrative since Robinson Crosoe.^' 
— Home Journal, 

A Lady's Voyage round the World, 

Beinir TVavels from Vienna to Brazil, Chili, Otaheite, China, the East 
Indies, Persia, and Asia Minor. By Ida Pfeiffer. A new edition, 
without abridgment, just published. Foolscap 8vo., doth, lettered, 
plain edges, 28. fid. 

The SAME EDITION, extra doth, with two illustrations, ^ilt 

edges, 3s. 

** A very curious work, in which the author has simply rdated -what 
simply presented itsdf to her, and passed her judgment on what she saw 
from her own unsophisticated point of view." 



Eldorado ; 



Or, The Gold Regions. By Ba3rard Taylor. Comprising a Voya^re to 
California J Life in San Ftrandsco and Monterey ; Pictures of th^ Gold 
Region; and Experiences of Mexican Travd. Complete in one 
volume. Foolscap 8vo., cloth, plain edges, 2s. 6d. 
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Mctsn. BOUTLEDQE & CO. respectfolly inform the Fal)lic 
genendly that they intend this New Series shaH contain more 
Beading Matter, of a better Quality, in a more Attractive Style, 
and at a Cheaper Bate». than any similar Worlss pablished. Many 
of the Tolbmes wSl contaia moatrationa. 



M 



1. Good Paper and good Print, in a portable foolscap 8vo form, 

sataHo-lbs the Traveller's Pocket^ or for a Libtvfy. 

2. Works that are worth reading and worth preserving. 
3; k Ikrge amount of reading for a small price. 

4. Each Volume will contain a complete work. 
0. Jh^e (unless specially mentioned) wiQ be — 

OlSTE SHTTiTiTNQ EACH, in Fancy iMords. 



CONTENTS OF THE SERIES AUIEAOY ISSUED v- 




1. How TO MAKE Money. . . , E,T, Freedley, 
" Gaaftaws<i(nniGl9nDficBl Klvin anil infonnalioB/' 

3. €aema!S9>GK AUee Owrey. 

«* A book umilar and equal to Mias Mitford's * Our Villaga.'" 

9. Speculation {Jl»» M.) ». . . » Amy LcfHr$p 
*'Aa aiflompanion to the ' Wide Wida Worlds' i»uiuvariaa| admirtd. 

i. WSDK Wisa We]iuir(lf.6ifli.> . . Mim W$^relL 
» Few will Uy down this book without being better for reading it." 

5. LiFB 07 Nelson ...» Jameg Allen, 

**H1 the wmU agrees there waa but one Kdaon."* 

6. Wellxnoton ; hi3 Life and Times Charles M*Farlane, 

** The beat life that baa appeantf «f * Dux finnetlal Duke.*"* 

7. WmTB Slave (The) .... R. SUdreth. 

" As a aompanion to * Unde Tom^a Gabia ' ahauUL be read by all." 

8. Uncle Tom's Gabui .... Mr$, Stowe, 

** Ike beat cheap edition, with the Earl of Carliile*a Preface." 

91 lime 07 General Piebck • • . Ea/mthome, 
"Hairthoniffr. as the author of the 'Scarlet Lettn,' ia univarMlly 
known."^ 

KK TicuB er Waxbtibu) Aim FvMBm . Ob deHimith, 

**6lir dtUght dSe-itt boyhood and old age."* 
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I 
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12. Sni RoBEin Peel, his life ; portrait br W. Harvej/ A 
I " wa be rid wiik iatatt tiy nU; » pommi at elinii of anrd^ " " 



) J6.Ch: 
> inti 

) 17. ViiEHTU™ TOK (a».) 



Tadpole (2*.) . . AOeHSmth. ) 

and Cliu'lH Dickeni n neulj rewmUe ms uwlbgr \ 
of LondoD Ijfv, thil il is dii&cuLt to pro (ho pr^ , 



» Life (2«.) . Edited by C*<irk» DieJuia. ; 

'" itnttdtijOtai^Cnikdiuik. 

} IE). Ihdu; its HistorjiClimitte, and Field Sports StocgiKler ( 



5 SO. Wild Sfobtb and Adtentcbeb in thb 

HioHLijn)B(l». 6d.) , . W. E. MaxaeO. 

"iVmuuidmiraljlecoDipuiinilo'inUEIportiorthe Wol.'" 



lethjsx like Oaldaicitli') 'Ctunctel 
iltCD rnm F4iiii;ia in (he dt;! of 

} as, BoME AND IBB EaBLT GhBISTUHB 



) SI. New Zealand 



. W. Ware 
O. B. Earp 
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lOUII^SGE S NEW CHEAP SEBIES 

Continued. 
PHICE ONE SHILLING EAOH 



i. TOAIIS AND ST0RIE9 OF THE ISISS P AC 

(la. 6d.) 
Urat Series, with Ulustralions by Phiz, mpn 
MedHcEeown, I IdicyMcFu Wiike, 

The Three TsBkg, id 

ahmiB Fiilh's Wedding. | BoHleofth F m 

ST. TBirrg AKD Stoeikb of toe Ibisq F^ABUrrft 

[Is. 9J.) W C Uton 

Second Series, illostrated b; Phiz, compn mi 
TheStBlJoD, I The Hedge Sd 

Partir Fight nnd Funsril, | 

i, Tiuira ams Stobies of the Ibish PsASAiiTTt 

(1«. Od.) W C lean 

Third Series, illustrattMl by Phi;!, compruuig 
The Midnight Maas. I Phil Pureell th Pig Dn er ' 

Tbe Donigb, or the Horse Geognpby lui Irub Oslh 
Stealeni. j An Easay o In li Sneuiug 

!9. TOAITB AND StOBIEE OF TBE IbISH P£A TB 

(li.fSd.) » C titon , 

Fourth Series. illustrBted by Phix, compnsuig — 
: LlBnhan Sbee, | WildgoMe Lodg 

! Poor SoholBT. I TubberDerg th RedWeU 

to. Tbahs ahd Stories of the Ibi9b Peasantd 

(Is. M.j V C U n.. 

FlfClt Stories, iliuslralfd by Pliiz, compnEi g 
Dennis O'Sbsugliuesay, going I PheUin ClTo ortibip 

Ui Maynooth- | 

1. BcNDte Of CEOwqLius, dropped by Alfr d w 
quill in his eccentric flights over th P d 
LiLerBtnie. Dllislrated . . AC oicqu 

la. Chribthab Day, and How n was SrEs b F u» 
PeksoNb in the House ^r Fograa Fogras 
Movton and Snorton, Bmikeis. With F ur En 
graviogs by Phiz . , . . LB 

" A book DueqniiUHl iiBH Dickeu' ' CbiMmu Cuo 
JS3. RlYAl HonSEH OF HoBfiB AKD DoiUiS D es 

, miikerH and DressvearerB . . C oyon. 

Bt'Oliuoiiwill ticlLem e m eta 

iil'h.u-.l^e.tozelM.of ^ m^ lire gh 



UtheJuuaUGU 



THE liK'Sr I'KA.tTIC.VL WOKK 0.\ IIIB 

VOCHIS-f'lIIXA ForrL. 



frfcc n\F. smillMi, vtlti Two (oluiiml I'lidrs 

FEReUSON ON DOMESTIC POULTRY 

The SHANGHAE, or COCHIN-CHINA Species, 

liJiU"] lij JAMKK UAltMCTT, I^i]. 

TiiiB WoKK ii' iiilUK'li'rl Iji o<iiiii>ri:L- mii|>k ili'MTrjitlinitiiiriliU f'JIi 
■ulitiritJUN :^Jv^lllUlyL■^, i.liil .iiBiiilVii 



,. llK- 1 
SltANdllAK, 

Co. 



POLISH 

Sl'ANlil,l':iJ ViHitiiBs 
lKl|[KIN(i 
GAME FOWLS 
rUKASAXT t'OVVL 
UAN■^UMS*^uJO^fil,K 



MALAV 
,IAVAN 

t.ninAdo.NC 

SrANISN 
CULfMUIA-N 

llAltN-bUOB - 

Inclnding the different varieUeB of each. 



SM.liV IDWL 
Vltll-:SLANI) 

RtTMJ'KIN.i.u 



UAltnAliV 
SIBlilCIAN 
DUNU-IIILL. 



ruiiltry KuL-iiiitj; wi'l (j 
Kxppn»t» mill Ki-t I'l ii»i w'tli '"' 



"' I, Hml Solwiiii!!: llieiii I'l"" ""'■''"■■" 
r«iiiiig ami Bi-uuliiij,'. 



■ Sluriiij! Kfgs, "I".' Solvrti"!!: litem lur Ilaivliiiis. 

I'nicLtis ..r liii'iilMalim, s"'l IVct'i't--- 
llittcliiMii, I'Wiliiia, amiKvi 

11,1 MikI 



iLiiiij! Cliivkuua,- 






lilM 



I K.u 



li tA 



SiH-.^ius of Fowl, Twu C.)l'>iii>-' 



■lylol ill 'I'.'ii MliuUiIj 

Jro(i«> lion oCaw ytiut !»» J«-->i'H;'! "■ 



^ mill Iwii'S, 
I Ki tLi' cului: 



